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THE LIFE 

Of 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M. B* 



Our Author was the t^ird fon of the Rev. Charles Gold* 
fmith, and was born at Elphin, in the county of Rofcom- 
mon, in Ireland, in the. year lyag. After being well 
inftru£led in the daffies, he was admitted a (izer in Trinity 
College, Dublin, on the nth of June 1744. While he 
refided there, he exhibited no fpecimens of that genius, 
which, in his maturer years, raifed his charader fo high. 
On the 27th of February 1749, ^- ^' (^^^ years after the 
regular time) he obtained the degree of Bachelor of Arts. 
Soon after, he turned his thoughts to the profeifion of 
phyfic ; and, after attending fome courfes of anatomy in 
Dublin, proceeded to Edinburgh, in the year 1 751, where 
he ftudied the feveral branches of medicine under the 
different profefTors in that univerfity. His beneficent 
difpofition foon involved him in unexpe£led difficulties; 
and he was obliged precipitately to leave Scotland, ia 
confequence of having engaged himfelf to pay a con{i<- 
derable fum of money for a fellow-fludent. 

A few days after, about the beginning of the year 1754* 
he arrived at Sunderland, near Ncwcaflle, where he was 
arrefted at the fuit of one Barclay, a taylor in Edinburgh, 
to whom he had given fecurity for his friend. By the 
friendfhip of Mr. Laughlin Maclane and Dr. Sleigh, who 
were then in the college, he was foon delivered out of 
the hands of the bailiff, and took his paffage on board a 
Dutch (hip to Rotterdam, whence, after a ihort flay, he 
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6 THE LIFE OF 

proceeded to Bruffels. He then vifited great part of 
Flanders ; and, after pa{Iing fome time at Stra(bourg and 
Louvain, where he obtained a degree of Bachelor in Phy- 
fic, he accompanied an Englifh gentleman to Geneva. 

It is undoubtedly a fa£l, that this ingenious, unfortu- 
nate man, made moft part of his tour on foot. He had 
left England with very little money; and, being of a 
philofophical turn, and at that time pofTcfling a body 
capable of fuftaining every fatigue, and a heart not eafily 
terrified by danger, he became an enthufiaft to the defign 
he had formed of feeing the manners of different coun- 
tries. He had fome knowledge of the French language, 
and of mufic : he played tolerably well on the German 
flute ; which, from an amufement, became at fome times 
the means of fubfiftencc. His learning produced him an 
hofpitable reception at moil of the religious houfes that 
he vifited; and his mufic made him welcome to the pea- 
fants of Flanders and Germany. .*' Whenever I approached 
** a peafant's he : towards night-fall," he ufed to fay, 
*• I played one ot my moft merry tunes, and that gene- 
** rally procured me not only a lodging, but fubfiftencc 
*» for the next day: but, in truth" (his conftant cx- 
preflion) ** I muft own, whenever I attempted to entertain 
•* perfons of a higher rank, they always thought my 
** performance odious, and never made me any return 
«* for my endeavours to pleafe them." 

On his arrival at Geneva, he was recommended as a 
proper pcrfon for a travelling tutor to a young man, who 
had been unexpe£ledly left a confiderable fum of money 

by his uncle, Mr.S . This youth, who was articled 

to an attorney, on receipt of his fortune determined to 
fee the world ; and, on his engaging with his preceptor, 
made a provifo, that he (hould be permitted to govern 
kimfelf — and our tfaveller foon found his pupil underftood 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. 7 

tbe art of dire6ling in money concerns extremely well) at 
avarice was his prevailing pafTion. 

During Goldfmith's continuance in Switzerland,.he af* 
Aduouily cultivated his poetical talent — of whicH he had 
given fome ftriking proofs at the college of Edinburgh; 
and it was from hence he fent the firft (ketch of his delight- 
ful epiftle, called The Traveller^ to his brother Henry, a 
clergyman in Ireland. 

From Geneva, Mr. Goldfmithand his pupil proceeded 
to the fouth of France, where the young man, upon fome 
difagreement with his preceptor, paid him the fmall part 
of his falary which was due, and embarked at Marfeilles 
for England. Our wanderer was left once more upon the 
world at large, and palfed through a number of difficulties 
in traverfing the greateft part of France. At length' hii 
curiofity being gratified, he bent his courfe towards 
England, and arrived at Dover, the beginning of the 
winter, in the year 1758. 

His finances were fo low on his rctiua to England, that 
he with difficulty got to the metropoli^ his whole ftock 
of calh amounting to no more than a few halfpence. An Vi) 
entire ftranger in London, his mind was filled with the 
moft gloomy reflcftions in confequence of his embarrafled 
fituation. He applied to feveral apothecaries, in hopes 
of being received in the capacity of a journeyman ; but 
his broad Irifli accent, and the unco^thncfs of his appear- 
ance, occafioned him to meet with infult from moft of 
the medicinal tribe. The next day, however, a chymift 
near Fifti-ftreet-hill, ftruck with his forlorn condition, 
and the fimplicity of his manner, took him into his 
laboratory, where he continued till he difcovered that 
his old friend Dr. Sleigh was in London. That gentleman 
received him with the warmeft afFeftion, and liberally 
invited hira to fliarc his purfc till fome eftabliflxmcnt 
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S THE LIFE OP 

could be procured for hitn. Goldfmith, unwilling to 
be a burden to his friend, a ftiort time after eagerly 
embraced an offer which was made him to alfift the late 
Kcv. Dr. Milncr, in inftrufting the young gentlemen at 
the academy at Peckham ; and acquitted himfelf greatly 
to the Do£lor's fatisfaftion for a (hort time ; but, having 
obtained fome reputation by the crilicifms he had written 
in the Monthly Review, Mr. Griffith, the principal pro- 
prietor, engaged him in the compilation of it; and re- 
folving to purfue the profeffion of writing, he returned 
to London, as the mart where abilities of every kind 
were fure of meeting diftinftion and reward. Here he 
determined to adopt a plan of the ilri6leil oeconomy, 
and, at the clofe of the year 1759, took lodgings in Green- 
Arbour-court, in the Old Bailey, where he wrote feveral 
ingenious pieces. The late Mr. Newbery, who, at that 
time gave gres^t encouragement to men of literary abilities, 
became a kind of patron to our young author, and intro- 
duced him as one of the writers in the Public Ledger, in 
which his Citizen ofjhe World originally appeared, under 
the title of * Chine fe Letters.* 

Fortune now fee me d to take fome notice of a man (he 
had long neglefted. 

The fimpiicity of his charafter, the integrity of his 
heart, and the merit of his produftions, made his com- 
pany very acceptable to a number of refpeftable perfons; 
^aud, about the middle of the year 1762, he emerged 
from his mean apartments near the Old Bailey, to the 
politer air of the Temple, where he took handfome 
chambers, and lived in a genteel ftyle. Among many 
other perfons of diftinftion who were def\rous to know 
him, was the Duke of Northumberland; and the circum- 
(lance that attended his introduction to that nobleman, is 
■worthy of being related, in order to flicw a ftriking trait 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. 9 

in his chara&er. " I was invited,** faid the Bodor, •* by 
** my friend Percy, to wait upon the Duke, in confe- 
** quence of the fatisfadion he had received from the 
** perufal of one of my produ£lions. I drefled myfelf 
" in the heft manner I could, and, after ftudyiog fome 
" compliments I thought neccffary on fuch an occafion, 
*< proceeded on to Northumberland.houfe, and acquainu 
" ed the fervants that I had particular bufmefs with hit 
*• Grace. They (hewed me into an antichamber, where, 
'* after waiting fome time, a gentleman very elegantly 
" dreffed made his appearance : taking him for the Duke, I 
"delivered all the fine things I had compofed,in order to 
** compliment him on the honour he had done me ; when, 
** to my great aftonifliment, he told me I hid miftaken 
" him for his matter, who would fee me immediately. 
■< At that inttant the Duke came into the apartment, 
*< and I was fo confounded on the occafion, that I wanted 
«« words barely fufficicnt to exprefs the fenfe I cnter- 
** tained of the Duke's politenefs, and went away exceed- 
" ingly chagrined at the blunder I had committed." 

The Doftor, at the time of this vifit, was much embar>- 
rafled in his circumftances — but, vain of the honour done 
him, was continuiklly mentioning it. One of the ingeni- 
ous executors of the law, a bailiff, who had a writagainft 
him, determined to turn this circumftance to his own ■ 
advantage : he wrote him a letter, that he was fteward to 
a nobleinan who was charmed with reading his latt pro- 
duftion, and had ordered him to defire the DoAor to 
appoint a place where he might have the honour of 
meeting him, to condu6l him to his Lordfliip. The 
vanity of poor Goldfmith immediately fwallowed the 
bait; he appointed the Britifti Coifee-houfe, to which he 
was accompanied by his friend Mr. Hamilton, the printer 
of the Critical Review, who in vain remonttrated on the 
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fingularity of the application. On entering the cofFee- 
room, the bailiff paid his rcfpeds to the Do£lor, and 
defired that he might have the honour of immediately 
attending him. They had fcarce entered Pall-mall, in 
their way to his Lord/kip, when the bailiff produced his 
•writ. Mr. Hamilton generoufly paid the money, and 
redeemed the Do6lor from captivity. 

The publication of his Traveller, his Vicar ofWakefieidf 
and his Hiftory of England, was followed by the perfor- 
mance of his comedy of The Good-natured Man at Covent- 
Garden Theatre, and placed him in the firft rank of the 
poets of the prefent age. 

Our Doftor, as he was now univerfally called, had a 
conftant levee of his diftreffed countrymen, whofe wants, 
as far as he was able, he always relieved; and he has often 
been known to leave himfelf even without a guinea, in 
order to fupply the nec€flities of others. 

Another feature in his charafter we cannot help laying 
before the reader. Previous to the publication of his 
Deferted Village, the bookfcller had given him a note for 
one hundred guineas for the copy, which the Doftor 
mentioned, a few hours after, to one of his friends, who 
obfcrved it was a very great fum for fo (hort a perfor- 
mance. " In truth," replied Goldfmith, ** I think fo too ; 
** it is much more than the honeft man can afford, or the 
" piece is worth; I have not been eafy fince I received 
"it; I will therefore go back and return him his note :'* 
which he aftually did, and left it entirely to the bookfellcr 
to pay him according to the profits produced by the fale 
of the poem, which turned out very confiderable. 

The Doftor did not, however, reap a profit from his poeti- 
cal labours equal to thofe of his profe. The Earl of Lifburne, 
whofe dallical tafte is well known, one day at a dinner 
of the Royal Academicians, lamented to the DoClor bis 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. It 

Begle£ling the mufes, and enquired of him why he forfook 
poetry, in which he was fure of charming hit readers, to 
compile hiftories, and write novels? The Do£lor replied, 
'* My Lord, by courting the mufes, I (hall ftarve ; but by 
<* my other labours, I eat, drink, have good clothes, and 
** enjoy the luxuries of life." 

During the laft rchearfal of his comedy, intituled. She 
Stoops to Conquer, which Mr, Colman thought would not 
fucceed, on the Doftor's objefting to the repetition of one 
of Tony Lumpkin's fpeeches, being apprehenfive it might 
injure the play, the manager, with great keennefs re- 
plied, *^ Pflia, my dear Dodor, do not be fearful of 
*^ fquibs^ when we have been. fitting almoft thefe two 
" hours upon 2i barrel of gunpowder.** The piece, neverthe- 
lefs, contrary to Mr. Colman's cxpeftation, was received 
with uncommon applaufe by the audience; and Gold- 
fmith's pride was fo hurt by the feverity of the above 
obfcrvation, that it entirely put an end to his friendfhip 
for the gentleman who made it. 

The laft work of this ingenious Author, was An Hi/lory 
of tHe Earth and Animated Nature, in 8 vols. 8vo— for which 
production his bookfeller paid him 850I. The DoClor, 
who feems to have confidered attentively the works of the 
feveral authors who have wrote on this fubjeft, profeffes 
to have had a tafte rather clafllcal than fcientific, and it 
was in the ftudy of the claffics that he firft caught the 
defire of attaining a knowledge of nature. Pliny firft 
infpired him, and he refolved to tranflate that agreeable 
writer, and, by the help of a commentary, to make his 
tranHation acceptable to the public. The appearance of 
Mr. BufFon's work, however, induced the Doftor to change 
his plan, and inftead of tranfiating an ancient writer, he 
refolved to imitate the laft and bcft of the modern, who 
had written on natural hiftory. 
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IX THE LIFE OF 

Notwithftanding the great fuccefs of hit pieces— -by 
fome of which, it is aflierted, upon good authority, that 
he cleared 1800I. in one year— his circumftances were by 
no means in a profperous fituation ! partly owing to the 
liberality of his difpofition, and partly to an unfortunate 
habit he had contra^d of gaming, with the arts of which 
he was very little acquainted, and confequently became 
the prey of thofe who were unprincipled enough to take 
advantage of his ignorance. 

Juft before his death, he had formed a defign for exe- 
cuting an Univerfal Di£lionary of Arts and Sciences, the 
ProJffcSus of which he aftually printed and diflributed 
among his acquaintance. In this work, feveral of his 
literary friends (particularly Sir Jofli'ua Reynolds, Dr. 
Johnfon, and Mr. Garrick) had promifed to alfift, and to 
furniOi him with articles upon different fubjeds. He 
had entertained the moil fanguine expedations from 
the fucccfs of it. The undertaking, however, did not 
meet with that encouragement from the bookfellers which 
he had inaagined it would undoubtedly receive ; and he 
ufed to lament this circumftancc almoft to the laft hour of 
his exiflence. 

He had been for fome years affli6led, at different times, 
with a violent flranguary, which contributed not a Ihtle 
to imbitter the latter part of his life; and which, united 
with the vexations he fuffered on other occafions, brought 
on a kind of habitual defpondency. In this unhappy 
condition he was attacked by a nervous fever, which ter- 
minated in his dilfolution, on the 4th day of April 1774, 
in the 45th year of his age. 

His friends, who were very numerous and refpeCtable, 
had determined to bury him in Weftminfler-abbey : His 
pall was to have been fupported by Lord Shelburne, Lord 
Louth, Sir Jofliua Reynolds, the Hon. Mr. Beauclerc, 
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BR, tSOLDSMlTH. 1 3 

Mr. Edmund Burke, and Mr. Garrick ; but from fome 
unaccountable circumftances, this defign was dropped, 
and his remains were privately depofitcd in the Temple 
burial-ground, on Saturday the 9th of April; when Mr. 
Hugh Kelley, Meffrs. John and Robert Day, Mr. Palmer, 
Mr. Etherington, and. Mr. Hawes — gentlemen who had 
been his friends in life — attended his corpfe as mourners, 
and paid the laft tribute to his memory. 

A fubfcription, however, has fince been raifed by his 
friends, to defray the ex pence of a marble monument, 
which is now executed by Mt. Nollikens, an eminent 
ftatuary in London, and placed in Wcflminfter-abbey, 
between Gay*s monument and the Duke of Argyle's, in 
Foct's Comer. It confifts of a large medallion, exhibit- 
ing a very good likenefs of the Doftor, embclliflied with 
literary ornaments, underneath which is a tablet of white 
marble, with the following Latin infcription, written by 
hi$ excellent friend, Dr. Samuel Johnfon ; . 

OLIVARI GOLDSMITH, 

TOETA. PHYSICI. HISTORlCl. 

QUI NULLUM FERE SCRIBENOI CENU9 

NON TETIGIT, 

NULLUM QUOD TETIGIT NON ORNAVIT, 

8IV1 RI8US ESSENT MOVBNDI, 

SIVB LACRYMiC. 

AfFlCTUUM POTENS AT LENIS DOMZNATOR, 

XNGENIO SUBLXMIS — VIVIDUS,VERSATILIS, 

ORATIONS QRANDIS. NITIDU8 VENUSTUS. 

MOC MONUMENTUM MEMORIAM COLUIT, 

80DALIUM AMOR, 

AMICORUM FIDES, 

LECTORUM VENBRATZO. 

NATUS HlBERNIAFORNIiE LONFORDIENS18, 

IN LOCb CUI NOMEN PALLAS, 

NOV. XXIX. MDCCXXXI. 

XBLANiS LITERIS INSTITUTUSj 

OBIIT LONOJNI, 

APRIl. IV. MDCCLXXIV, 
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Tranjlation, 

THIS MONUMENT IS RAISEB 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 

POET, NATURAL PHILOSOPHER, AND 

HISTORIAN, 

WHO LEFT NO SPECIES OF WRITING UNTOUCHEI>y 

OR UNADORNED BY HIS PEN, 

WHETHER 

TO MOVE LAUGHTER, OR DRAW TEARS: 

HE WAS A POWERFUL MASTER 

OVER THE AFFECTIONS, 

THOUGH, AT THE SAME TIME, A GENTLE TYRANT; 

OF A GENIUS 

AT ONCE SUBLIME, LIVELY, AND 

EQUAL TO EVERY SUBJECT : 

IN EXPRESSION 

AT ONCE NOBLE, PURE, AND DELICATE. 

HIS MEMORY 

WILL LAST AS LONG AS SOCIETY RETAINS AFFECTION, 

FRIENDSHIP IS NOT VOID OF HONOUR, 

AND READING WANTS NOT HER ADMIRERS. 

HE WAS BORN 

* IN THE KINGDOM OF IRELAND, AT FERNES, 

IN THE PROVINCE OF LEINSTER, 

WHERE PALLAS HAD SET HER NAME, 

NOV. XXIX. MDCCXXXI. 

HE WAS EDUCATED AT DUBLIN, 

AND DIED IN LONDON, 

APRIL IV. MDCCLXXIV. 

As to Do£lor Goldfmith's chara^er, it is flrongly illuf. 
trated by Mr. Popc^s line, 

** Jn wit a many fimplicity a child.** 

The learned leifure he loved to enjoy, was too often 
interrupted by diftrefTes which arofe from the opennef* 
of his temper, and which fometimes threw him into 
loud fits of palfion; but this impetuofity was corre£led 
upon a moment's refleftion ; and his fervants have been 
known upon thefe occafions purpofely to throw them- 
fclves in his way, that they might profit by it immediately 
after, for he who had the good fortune to be reproved, 
yras certain of being rewarded for it. His difappoinc* 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. 15 

ments at other times, made him peevifh and fullen, and 
he has often left a party of convivial friends abruptly in 
the evening, in order to go home and brood over his 
misfortunes. 

The univerfal cfteem in which his poems arc held, and 
the repeated pleafure they give in the pcrufal, arc ftriking 
proofs of their merit. He was a ftudious and corrcft 
obfcrver of nature, happy in the feleftion of his images, 
in the choice of his fubjef^s, and in the harmony of his 
verfification ; and, though his embarrafled (ituation pre- 
vented him from putting the laft hand to fome of his 
produ£iions, his Hermit^ his Traveller^ and his Deferted 
Village^ bid fair to claim a place among the moft finifiied 
pieces in the Englifh language. 



EPITAPH 

ON DR. GOLDSMITH, 

BY W. WOTY. 

Adieu, fweet bard! to each fine feeling true. 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few : 
Thofc form'd to charm even vicious minds — and thcfc, 
With harmlefs mirth, the focial foul to pleafe. 
Another's woe, thy heart could always melt — 
None gave more free, for none more deeply felt. 
Sweet bard, adieu ! — thy own harmonious lays 
Have fculptur'd out thy monument of praife : 
Yes — thefe furvive to time's remoteft day. 
While drops the buil, and boailful tombs decay* 
Reader, if numbered in the Mufe's train. 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his ftrain^— 
But, if no poet thou, revcrfe the plan, 
Depart in peacci and imitate the man. 
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THE 

TRAVELLER; 

OR, 

A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 

A POEM. 
FIRST FRINTED IN MDCCLXV. 




•* Here, for a while, my proper cares rcfign'd, 
*' Here let me fit in for row for mankind — 
" Like yon neglefted flirub, at random caft, 
^ That (hade* the ftcep, and figh* at every blaft.*^ 

TRAVELLER, P.S4, 
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fO THE 

REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 

DEAR SIR, 

1 AMfenfible that the friend/hip between us can acquire no new 
force from the ceremonies of a Dedication ; and, perhaps, it demands 
an excufe thus to prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own: But as a part of this Poem was formerly 
written to you from Switzerland, the whole can now, with propriety^ 
he only infcribed to you. It will alfo throw a light upon many parU 
of it, when the Reader underfiands, that it is addrejfed to a man, 
who, defpifingfame and fortune, has retired early to happinefs and 
tbfcurity, with an income of forty pounds a-year. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wifdom of your humble choice. 
You have entered upon afacred office, where the harvejl is great, and 
the labourers are but few, while youhave left thefield of ambition, when 
the labourers are many, and the harvejl not worth carrying away. 
But of all kinds of ambition, as things are now circumflanced, per- 
haps that which purfues Poetical fame is the wildejl. What from 
theincreafed refinement of the times, from the diverfity of judg- 
ments, produced by oppofing fyftems of criticifm,andfrom the more 
prevalent divifions of opinion infiuenced by party, thefirongejl and 
happiejl ejorts can expedl to pleafe but in a very narrow circle. 

Poetry makes a principal amufement among unpoli/ked nations ; 
but in a country verging to the extremes of refinement, Painting and 
Mufic come in for ajhare : And as thefe ofer the feeble mind a lefs 
laborious entertainment, they atfirfi rival Poetry, and at length fip- 
plant her^theyengrofs all that favour oncejhewn to her, and, though 
but younger fifiers,feize upon the elder* s birth-right. 

Yet, however this Art may be negleSed by the powerful, it isjlill 

in greater danger from the mifiaken eforts of the learned to improve 

it. What criticifms have we not heard of late in favour of blank 

^rfe, and Pindaric odes-^chorufes, anapefts, and iambies^alliti^ 

B % 
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f stive care and happy negUgence! Boery abfardity has now a Maff- 
pion to defend it, and, as he is generally much in the w7ong,/o he 
has always much to fay—for error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to this Art fill more dangerous — / mean, 
Party, Party entirely dtforts the judgment, and defrays the tap. 
When the mind is once infeBed with this difeafe, it can only fnd 
pleafure in what contributes to increafe the difemper. Like the 
tyger thatfeldom deffsfrom purfuing man after having once preyed 
upon human fe/h, the Reader who has once gratified his appetite 
with calumny, makes, ever after, the mof agreeable feajl upon mur. 
dcred reputation. Such Readers generally admire fome half-witted 
thing, who wants to be thought a bold man, having loft the cha- 
raOer of a wife one: Bim they dignify with the name of Poet^ 
his tawdry lampoons are called fatires^ his turbulence isfaid to be 
forct^ and his phrenzyfre. 

What reception a Poem may find, which has neither abufe, party, 
nor blank verfe to fupport it, J cannot tell, nor am Ifolicitous to 
know. My aims are right. Without efpoufing the caufe of any 
party, I have attempted to moderate the rage of all, I have en- 
deavoured tofkew^ that there may be equal happinefs in fates that 
are di/erently governed from our own— that every fate has a par-: 
iicular principle of happinefs— ^nd that this principle in each may 
he carried to a mifehievous excefs. There are few can judge 
better than yourfelf how far thefe pofitions are illuflraied w thu 
Poem, \ 

lam^ dear Sir f 

Your moft affisflionate Brother, 

OLIVER COLDSMiTHi 
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THE 

TRAVELLER; 

OR, 

A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY, 

Remote, unfriended, melancholy, flow. 
Or by the lazy Scheldt or wandering Po 5 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Againft the houfelefs ftranger fliuts the doorj 
Or where Campania's plain forfaken lies, 
A weary wafte expanding to the fkies — 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 
My heart untraveird fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns, with eeafclefs pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal bleflings crown my earlieft friend. 
And round his dwelling g\iardian-faints attend j 
Bleft be that fpot where cheerful guefts retire 
To paufe from toil, and trim their ev'ning fire— ' 
Bleft that abode where want and pairi repair. 
And eveiy ftranger finds a ready chair— 
Bleft be thofe feafts with fimple plenty crown'd* 
Where all the ruddy family around 
B 3 
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Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail* 
Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale. 
Or prels the balhful ftranger to his food. 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not deftin'd fuch delights to Ihare, 
My prime of life in wandering fpent, and care ! 
Impeird with fteps unceafing to pui-fue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the viewj 
That, like the circle bounding earth and (kies. 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 
My fortune leads to traverfe realms alone, 
And And no fpot of all the world my own. 

Ev'n now, where Alpine folitudes afcend, 
I fit me down a peniive hour to fpend ; 
And, plac'd on high, above the ftorm's career. 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forefts, cities, plains extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, the fliepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus creation's charms around combine, 
Amidil the (lore, (hould thanklefs pride repine ? 
Say, fliould the philofophic mind difdain 
That good which makes each humbler bofom vain? 
Let fchool-taught pride diflemble all it can, 
Thefe little things ai-e great to little man; 
And wifer he, whofe fympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and fplendor crown'dj 
Ye fields, where fumraer fprcads profufion round j 
Ye lakes, whofe veflels catch the bufy galej 
Ye bending fwains, that drefs the flow'ry valc-^ 
For me your tributary ftores combine — 
Creation's heira the world, the world is mine.> 
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As foine lone mifer, vifiting his ftore. 
Bends at his treafure— counts, recounts it o^er*- 
Hoards after hoards his rifing raptures fill, 
Yet ftill he fighs, for hoards are wanting ftill: 
Thus to my breaft alternate paflions rife, 
Pleas'd with each good that heaven to man fupplies ^ 
Yet oft a iigh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the hoard of human blifs fo fmall— 
And oft I wiih, aroidft the fcene to find 
Some fpot to real happinefs confignM, 
Where my worn foul, each wand'ring hope at reft. 
May gather blifs to fee my fellows bleft. 

But where to find that happieft fpot below. 
Who can direft, when all pretend to know? 
The (hudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieft fpot his own, 
Extols the treafures of his ftormy feas. 
And his long nights of revelry and ea(e$ 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boafts of his golden lands and palmy wine, 
Bafks in the glare, or ftems the tepid wave. 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave^ 
Such is the patriot's boaft where'er we roam. 
His firft, beft country, ever is a: home: 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare. 
And eftimate the bleflings which they (hare. 
Though patriot^ flatter, flill fhall wifdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind— 
As different good, l?y Art or Nature given 
To different nations, makes theu* bleflings even* 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all. 
Still grants her blifs at labour's earoeft call: 
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With food as well the peaiant is fupply'd 

On Idra^s cliffs, as Amo^s ihelvy (ide ; 

And though the rocky crefted fummits frovrn, 

The(e rocks, by cuftom, turn to beds of down. 

From Art, more various are the bleilings ient— * 

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content: 

Yet thefe each other's power fo ftrong conteft. 

That either feems defb-udlive of the reft^ 

Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment faili» 

And honour (inks where commerce long prevails : 

Hence every ftate, to one lov'd blelling prone. 

Conforms, and models life to that alone $ 

Each to the favVite happinefs attends. 

And fpurns the plan that aims at other ends* 

.Till* carried to excefs in each domain. 

This fav*rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try thefe truths with clofer eyes. 
And trace them through the profpedl as it lie&e 
Here, fur a while, my proper cares refign'd. 
Here let me fit in forrow for mankind — 
Like yon negle6ted flirub, at random call. 
That (hades the ileep, and fighs at every blafL 

Far to the right, where Appennine afcends^ 
Bright as the fummer, Italy extends $ 
Its uplands (loping deck the mountain's (ide. 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 
While oft fome temple's mould'ring tops between> 
With venerable grandeur mark the (bene. 

Could Nature's bounty (atisfy the breaft. 
The fons of Italy were furely bled: 
Whatever fruits in different climes were found. 
That proudly rife, or humbly court the ground j 
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Whatever blooms in torrid grafts appear, 
Whofe bright fucceflion decks the varied year 5 
Whatever fweets falute the northern flcy 
With vernal lives, that bloflbm but to die — 
Thefe, here difporting, own the kindred foil. 
Nor afk luxuriance from the planter's toil 5 
While fea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the fmiling land. 
But fmali the blifs that fenfe alone beftows. 
And fenfual blifs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty, groves and fields appear, 
Man feems the only growth that dwindles here: 
Contrafted faults thro' all his manners reign— 
Tho' poor, luxurious — tho' fubmiffive, vain— 
Tho' grave, yet trifling — zealous, yet untrue^ 
And even in penance planning fins a-new. 
All evils here contaminate the mind 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was their' s— not far remov'd the date 
When commerce proudly flourifli'd thro' the Itate ; 
At her command tiie palace learnt to rife, 
Again the long-faH'n column fought the ikies; 
The canvas glowK'd beyond e'en nature warm. 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form- 
Till, more unfteady than the fouthern gale. 
Commerce on other (hores difplay'd her fail; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave. 
But towns unmahn'd, and lords without a flavc j 
And late the nation found with fruitlefs flcill. 
Its former ftrength was but plethoric ill, 

Xet, ftill the lofs of wealth is here fupply'd 
By arts, . the fplendid wrecks of former pride j 
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From thefe the feeble heart and long-fairn mind 

An eafy compeniation (eems to find. 

Here may be feen, in bloodlefi pomp array 'd. 

The pafteboard triumph and the cavalcade; 

Proceflions form'd for piety and love— 

A miftrefs or a laint in every grove. 

By fports like thefe, are all their cares bcguird— < 

The fports of children fatisfy the child : 

Each nobler aim, repreft by long controuly 

Now finks at laft, or feebly mans the foul | 

While low delights, fucceeding fail behind. 

In happier meannefs occupy the mind — 

As in thofe domes, where Caefars once bore fway, 

Defac'd by time and tottering in decay, 

There in the ruin, heedlefs of the dead. 

The ftielter-feeking peafant builds his (hcd. 

And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile. 

Exults, and owns his cottage with a fmile. 

My foul turn from them! turn we to furvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race difplay, 
Where the bleak Swifs their ftormy manfions tread, 
And force a churlilh foil for fcanty bread; 
No produft here the barren hills afford 
But man and fteel— the foldierand his fwordj 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter, lingering, chills the lap of Mayj 
No zephyr fondly fues the mountain's breail:. 
But meteors glaiT, and ftormy glooms inveft. 

Yet ftill, ev'n here, content can fpread a charm, 
Redrefs the clime, and all its rage difarm. 
Tho' poor the peafant's hut, his fealts tho' finally 
He fees his little lot the lot of all j 
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<5ees no contiguous palace rear its head 
To (hame the meannefs of his humble flied ; 
No coftly lord the fumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal: 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wifli contrafVing, fits him to the foil 5 
Cheerful at mom he wakes from (hort iTpofe* 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his vent'rous ploughfhare to the fteep; 
Or feeks the den where fnow-tracks mark the way. 
And drags the ftruggKng favage into day; 
At night returning, every labour fped. 
He fits him down, the monarch of a fhed. 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round furveys 
His children'^s looks, that brighten at the blaze — 
While his lov'd partner, boaftful of her hoard, 
Difplays her cleanly platter on the board ; 
And haply, too, fbrae pilgrim thither led. 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot pafTion on his heart; 
And ev'n thofe ills that round his manfion rife. 
Enhance the blifs his fcanty fund fupplies: 
Dear is that fhed to which his foul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the flormsj 
And as a child, when fearing founds molefl. 
Clings clofe and clofer to the mother's b?:ea(t. 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar. 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren flates aiiign'd— 
Their wants but few^ their wifhes all confin'd. 
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Yet let them only Ihare the praifes due— 
If few their wants, their pleafm*es are but fewj; 
For every want that Simulates the breaft, 
Becomes a iburce of pleafure, when redreft. 
Whence from fuch lands each pleafing fcience flies 
That firft excites defire, and then fupplies j 
Unknown to them, when fenfual pleafures cloy. 
To fill the languid pauie with finer joy; 
Unknown thofe pow'rs that raife the ibul tb flame. 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate thro' the frame: 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ftrong defire. 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 
On ibme high feftival of once a-year, 
In wild excels the vulgar bread takes fire, 
'Till, buried in debauch, the blifs e?:pire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarfely flow— 
Their morals, like their pleafures, are but low ^ 
For, as refinement (lops, from fire to ion. 
Unaltered, unimprovM, the manners run, 
And love's and friendlliip's finely pointed dait 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart: 
Some flerner virtues o*er the mountain's breaft 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the nefl ; 
But all the gentler morals, fuch as play 
Thro' life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way, 
Thefe, fai* difpers'd, on timorous pinions fly. 
To fpoit and flutter in a kinder flcy. 

To kinder fkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn — and France difplays her bright domain: 
Gay, fprightly land of mirth and focial eafe, 
Pleas'd with thyfelf, whom all the world can pleaibf 
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How often have I led thy fportivc choir> 
With tunelefs pipe, bciide the murmuring Loircl 
Where (hading elms along the margin grew. 
And freihen'd from the wave the zephyr flew; 
And haply, tho' my harfti touch, fault'ring ftill. 
But mockM all tune, and marr*d the dancer^s (kill. 
Yet would the village praife my wond^rous pow'r. 
And dance, forgetful of the noon- tide hour: 
Alike all ages — Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze. 
And the gay grandlire, (kilPd in geftic lore. 
Has fiifk'd beneath the burthen of thrcefcore. 

So bleft a life the(e thoughtlefs realms difplay— 
Thus idly bufy rolls their world away 5 
Their's are thofe arts that mind to mind endear. 
For honour fonns the focial temper here— 
Honour, that praife which i*eal merit gains. 
Or even imaginary worth obtains. 
Here pa(res current — paid from hand to hand. 
It (hifts in fpiendid traffic round the land $ 
From courts to camps, to cottages it ftrays. 
And all are taught an avarice of praife ; 
They plea(e, arc pleasM — they give to get efteem, 
'Till, feeming bleft, they grow to what they feem. 

But while this fofter art their blifs fupplies. 
It gives their follies alfo room to rife ; 
For praife too dearly lov'd or wannly fought. 
Enfeebles all internal ftrength of thought 5 
And the weak foul, within itfelf unbleft. 
Leans for all pleafure on another^s breaft: 
Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praife which fools impart; 
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Here vanity aflumes ber pert grimace^ 
And trims her robes of frieze with copper laccj 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cbeer. 
To boail one fplendid banquet once a-year — 
The mind llill turns where fliifting fafhion draws^ 
Nor weighs the folid worth of felf-applaufe. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
EmbofomM in the deep where Holland lies; 
Methinks her patient fons before me Hand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againft the land. 
And, fedulous to flop the coming tide. 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride : 
Onwai'd, methinks, and diligently flow. 
The firm conne^ed bulwark feems to grow 5 
Spreads its long arms amidft the wateiy roar. 
Scoops out an empire, and ufurps the fliore: 
While the pent ocean, riflng o'er the pile. 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him fmile-* 
The flow canal, the yellow-bloflbm'd vale. 
The willow-t^ufted bank, the gliding fail. 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain— 
A new creation refcued from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-fubje6led ibil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Indufliious habits in each bofbm reign» 
And induftry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that fpnngs. 
With all thole ills fuperfluous treafure brings. 
Are here difplayM. Their much lov'd wealth impartf 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts 5 
But view them clofer, craft and fraud appear, 
Ilv'n liberty it&lf is bartered heret 
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At gold's ruperior charms all freedom flies— 
^he needy fell it, and the rich man buysj 
A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves. 
Here wretches fcek difliono arable graves, 
And calmly bent, to fervitude conform, 
Dull as their lakes that flnmber in the dorm. 

Heavens', how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold j 
War in each breaft, and freedom on each brow 5 
How much unlike the fons of Britain now! 

Fir'd at the found, ray genius fpreads her wing. 
And flies where Britain courts the weftern fpringj 
Where lawns extend that fcorn Arcadian pride. 
And brighter ftreams than fam'd Hydafpis glide. 
There all around the gentleft breezes ftray. 
There gentle mufic melts on every fpray ; 
Crcation*s mildeft charms are there combin'4. 
Extremes are only in the matter's mind : 
Stern o>r each bofom reafon holds her flate^ 
With daiing aims irregularly great; 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I fee the lords of human kind pafs by, 
intent on high defigns, a thoughtful bandy 
By forms unfafhion'd, frefli from Nature*s hand; 
Pierce in their native haidinefs of foul. 
True to imagin'd right, above controul — 
While even the peafant boafts thefe nghts to fcan* 
And learns to venerate himfelf as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleflings pictured here, 
Thine are thofc charms that dazzle and endear; 
Too bleft, indeed, were fuch without alloy, 
But, fofter'd even by freedom, ills annoy— • 
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That independence Britons prize too high. 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the focial tie ; 
The felf-dependent lordlings ftand alone, 
All claims that bind and fweeten life unknown $ 
Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held. 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repeirdi 
Ferments arife, imprifbn'd faftions roar, 
Repreft ambition ftruggles round her (hore— 
Till, over-wrought, the general fyftem feels 
Its motions ftop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worft: As nature's ties decay. 
As duty, love, and honour fail to fway, 
Fiftitious bonds — the bonds of wealth and law— » 
Still gather ftrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to thefe alone, 
And talent fmks, and merit weeps unknown 5 
Till time may come, when, ftript of all her channs. 
The land of fcholars, and the nurfe of arms. 
Where noble ftems tranfmit the patriot claim. 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for feme. 
One fink of level avarice fliall lie. 
And fcholars, foldiers, kings, unhonour'ddie! 

Yet think not, thus when freedom's ills I ftate, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great; 
Ye pow'rs of truth, that bid my foul afpire. 
Far from my bofom drive the low defire! 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage and tyrant's angry fleelj 
Thou tranfitory flow'r, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour's foftering fun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endwe, 
I only would reprefe them— to fccurc; 
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For juft expeiience tells in every foil. 
That thofe who think muft govern thoie that toil. 
And all that freedom's higheft aims can reach^ 
Is but to lay proportionM loads on each; 
Hence, (hould one order difproportionM grow. 
Its double weight muft ruin all below. 

O then, how blind to all that truth requires. 
Who think it freedom when a part afpires! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms. 
Except when faft approaching danger warms; 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contrafiing regal power to ftretch their own; 
When I behold a fadious band agree 
To call it freedom when themfelves are free; 
Each wanton judge new penal fbatutes draw. 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of climes, where iavage nations roam, 
PillagM from (laves to purchafe flaves at home- 
Fear, pity, juftice, indignation flart. 
Tear off referve, and bare my fwelUng heart; 
•Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother, curfe with me that baleful hoiir. 
When firft ambition ftruck at regal power; 
And, thus polluting honour in its fource. 
Gave wealth to fway the mind with double force. 
Have we not ieen, round Britain's peopled fliore. 
Her ufeful fons exchanged for ufelefs ore ! 
Seen all her triumphs but deftru£tion haite. 
Like flaring tapers brightening as they wade; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead (tern depopulation in her train, 
<: 
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Andf over fields where (catterM hamlets rofe. 
In barren folitaiy pomp repofe! 
Have we not ieen, at pleafure^s lordly call. 
The fmiling long-frequented village fall! 
Beheld the duteous fon» the fire decayM» 
The modeft matron, and the blufhing maid, 
Forc'd firom their homes— a melancholy train- 
To traverfe climes beyond the weftem main. 
Where wild Ofwego fpreads her fwamps around. 
And Niagara fluns with thundVing found! 

Ev'n now, perhaps, as there fome pilgrim flrays 
Thro^ tangled forefts, and thro* dangerous ways. 
Where beafb with man divided empire claim. 
And the brown Indian marks with murderous aim ; 
There, while above the giddy tempefl fiies. 
And all around diflreisful yells arife. 
The penfive exile, bending with his woe. 
To ftop too fearful, and too faint to go. 
Calls a fond look where England's glories fhine. 
And bids his bofbm fympathize with mine! 

Vain, very vain, my weary fearch to find 
That blifs which only centers in the mind: 
Why have I fb^yM from pleafm-e and repofe. 
To feek a good each government beflows? 
In every government, though terrors reign. 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reftrain. 
How ifmall of all that human hearts endure. 
That pait which laws or kings can caufe or cure! 
Still to ourfelves, in every place confign'd. 
Our own felicity we make or find; 
With fecret courfe, which no loud florms annoy. 
Glides the finooth current of domefUc joy s 
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The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke^s iron crown, and Damien*s bed of fteel. 
To men remote from pow'r but rarely known. 
Leave reaibn, faith, and confcience, all our own. 




" As in thofe domes, where Caefars once bore fway, 
" Defac'd by time and tottering in decay» 
«* There in the ruin, heedlefs of the dead, 
*» The ftieltcr-feeking peafant builds his fhed, 
" And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
<* £xults, and owns his cottage with a fmile.*' 

TRAV£X.LiR,F.8^. 
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•* How often have I paus'd on every charm— 

*• The Ihelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 

** The never-failing brook, the bufy mill, 

" The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill/* 

D£i. vxL.r.41. 
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TO 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 

DEAR SIR, 
I CAN havt no expeQadons in an aidrefs of this kind^ tither 
to add to your reputation^ or to eJiaHi/k my own. You can gain 
nothing from wy admirationt as I am ignorant of that Art in 
which you are Jaid to excel; and I may lofe much hy the fcverity 
of your judgment, as few have a jujler tajle in Poetry than you. 
Setting interejl therefore afidCy to which I never paid much atten- 
tion, I mujl be indulged at prefent in following my affedions. 
The only Dedication I ever made, was to my brother, becaufe I 
loved him better than mofl other men. He is fince dead — fermit 
me to infcribe this Poem to you. 

How far you may be pleafed with the verfjication and mere 
mechanical parts of this attempt, I do not pretend to enquire \ but 
1 know you will objeQ (and indeed feveral of our hejl and wifefi 
friends concur in the opinion) that the depopulation it deplores is 
no where to be feen, and the diforders it laments are only to be 
found in the PoeVs own imagination. To this I can fcarce make 
any other anfwer than that IJincerely believe what I have written ; 
that I have taken all poffible pains, in my country excurfons, for 
thefe four or foe years pafl, to be certain of what I alledge, and 
that all my views and enquiries have led me to believe thofe miferies 
real, which I here attempt to difplay. But this is not the place to 
enter into an enquiry whether the country be depopulating or not: 
the eUfcuJion would take up much room, and Jfkouldprove myfelf, 
at be/l, an indifirent politician, to tire the reader with a long pre^ 
face, when I want his unfatigued attention to a long^oem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, 1 inveigh againjl 
the increafe of our luxuries; and here alfo J expeS the fhout of 
modern politicians againjl me. For twenty or thirty years pajl^ it 
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40 DEDICATION* 

has been thefapium to confider luxury as one of the great national 
advantages', and all the wfdom of antiquity in that particular^ as 
erroneous. Still, however, I mujl remain a profejfed ancient on 
that head, and continue to think thofe luxuries prejudicial tofiates^ 
by which fo many vices are introduced, and Jo many kingdoms have 
been undone* Indeed, fo much has been poured out of late on the 
Other fide of the queftion , that, wurelyfor the fake of novelty and 
variety^ one would fomitimes wi/h to be in the right. 

I am, dear Sir, 

Your fncere friend, and ardent admirer, 

OLIVER GOLDSmrH, 
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THE 

DESERTED VILLAGE. 



[The Author writes th» Poem la the charader of a na- 
tive of a country village, to which he gives the name 
of Auburn— He proceeds to contraft the innocence 
and happinefs of a fimple and natural ftate, with the 
iniferics and vices that have been introduced by pop 
lifhed life— The beautiful dcfcription of the Parifli 
Prieft, was probably intended for a pi6hire of his bro- 
ther Henry, to whom he dedicates The Traveller— 
The reft of the Poem confifts of the charaaer of the 
ViUage Schoolmafter; a dcfcription of the Village 
Alehoufc; a d^fcant on the mifchiefs of Luxury and 
Wealth; the variety of Artificial Plcafures; and the 
xniferies of thofe who, for want of employment at 
home, are driven to fettle new colonics abroad.] 



Sweet Aubuni, lovelieft village of the plain. 
Where health aiid plenty chcer'd the labouring fwainj 
Where fmiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid, 
Aad parting fummer's ling'iing blooms delay 'd: 
Deal- lovely bowers of innocence and eaie. 
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleaTe^ 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green. 
Where humble happinefs endeared each fcene: 
How often have I paus'd on every charm— 
The flielter'd cot, tlxe cultivated farm. 
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The never-failing brook, the bufy mill. 
The decent church that topt the neighbounng hill. 
The hawthorn bufli, with feats beneath the (hade. 
For talking, age and whifpVing lovers made- 
How often have I bleft the coming day. 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 
And all the village train, from labour free. 
Led up their fports beneath the fpreading treej 
While many a paftime circled in the fhade. 
The young contending as the old furvey'dj 
And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the groimd, 
A«d fleights of art, and feats of ftreugth went romid j 
And flill as each repeated pleafure tir'd, 
Succeeding fports the mirthful band iufpir^dj 
'the. dancing pair that fimply fought renown 
By holding out to tire each other down; 
The fwain miftruftlefs of his fmutted face, 
While fecret laughter titter'd round the place j 
The bafliful virgin's fide^ong looks of love. 
The mati*on*s glance that would thofe looks reprove — 
Thefe were thy charms, fweet village; fports like thefc. 
With fweet fucceffion, taught even toil to pleafe j 
Thefe round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence ihed, 
T^efe were thy charms — ^but all thefe charms are fled. 

Sweet frailing village, lovelieft of tlie lawn. 
Thy fports 3rt fled, and all thy charms withdrawn^ 
Amidft thy bowers the tyrant's hand is (een. 
And deflation iaddens all thy green; 
One only mafter grafps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage flints thy fmiling phun; 
No more thy glafly brook refledb the day. 
But, choak'd with fedges» works its weedy way | 
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Along thy glades, a folitaiy gueft. 

The hollow-rounding bittern guards its neft { 

Amidft thy defeit walks the lapwing flies. 

And tires their echoes with unvai'ied cries { 

Sunk are thy bowers in (hapeleis ruin all, 

An4 the long grafs o'ertops the mouldering wall $ 

And, trembling, (hrinking from the fpoiler^s hand. 

Far, far away thy children leave the land! 

Ill fares the land, to haft*ning ills a prey. 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
Princes and lords may flourifli, or may fade— 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peafantry, theii' country's pride. 
When once deftroy*d, can never be fupply'd. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began. 
When every rood of ground maintained its man; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome ftore, 
Juft gave what life required, but gave no more— 
His^beft c6mpanions, innocence and health. 
And his belt riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter'd— trade's unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land, and difpolTefs the fwain } 
Along the lawn, where fcatter'd hamlets rofe. 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repoie-^ 
And every want to luxury ally'd. 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thefe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thofe calm defuses that aik'd but little room, 
Thofe healthful fports that grac'd the peaceful fcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green— 
Theie, far departing, feek a kinder (hore. 
And rural nirth and manners are no mofe! 
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Sweet Auburn! parent of the blifsful hour. 
Thy glades forlorn confeis the tyrants pow'r: 
Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 
Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruin*d grounds ; 
And, many a year elapsM, return to view * 
Where once the cottage ftood, the hawthorn grew. 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train. 
Swells at my breaft, and turns the paft to pun! 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care. 
In all my griefs— and God has giv'n my (hare— 
I ftill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 
Amidft thefe humble bowers to lay me down; 
To hufband out life's taper at the clofe. 
And keep the flame from wafting by repofe t 
1 ftill had hopes — ^for pride attends us ftill— 
Amidft the fwains to (hew my book.learn*d (kill. 
Around my fire an evening group to draw. 
And tell of all I felt, and all I faw; 
And, as an hai'e whom hounds and horns purftie. 
Pants to the place from whence at firft he flew, 
I ftill had hopes, my long vexations paft. 
Here to return— and die at home at laft. 

O blcft retirement, friend to life's decline. 
Retreats from care, that never muft be mine. 
How bleft is he who crowns, in fliades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eaie; 
Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try. 
And, fince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, bom to work and weep. 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous dcepj 
No furly porter ftands in guilty ftate. 
To fpum imploring famine from the gates 
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Bat on he moves to meet his latter end. 
Angels around befriendbg virtue^s friend) 
Sinks to the grave with unpeixeiv'd decay. 
While refignation gently flopes the wayj 
And all his profpe6ts brightening to the lad. 
His heaven commences ere the world be paft ! 

Sweet was the found, when oft at ev*ning*8 clofe, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur roie; 
There, as I pafs*d with carelefs iteps and flow. 
The mingling notes came foftenM from below j 
The fwain refponfive as the milk-maid fung. 
The fober herd that low'd to meet their young; 
The noify geek that gabbled o'er the pool. 
The playful children juft let k>ofe from fchool j 
The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whifp'ring wind. 
And the loud laugh that fpoke the vacant mind— 
Thefe all in fweet confufion fought the fliade, 
And fiird each paufe the nightingale had made. 
But now the founds of population fail— - 
No cheerful murmurs flu6tuate in the gale — 
No bufy fteps the grafs-grown foot- way tread. 
But all the bloomy fiuOi of life is fled; 
All but yon widow'd, folitaiy thing. 
That feebly bends befide the plafliy fpring j 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread. 
To ftrip the brook with mantling crefles fpread. 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn. 
To feek her nightly ihed, and weep till morn 5 
She -only left of all the harmlefs train. 
The fad hiftorian of the penfive plain. 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil'd. 
And ilill where many a garden-flower grows wild— 
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There, where a few torn flirubs the place diicloie» 
The village preacher's modeft manfion rofcj 
A man he was, to all the country dear. 
And pafling rich with forty pounds a-years 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor ne'er had chang'd, nor wifh'd to change his place: 
Unfkilful he to fawn, or feek for power. 
By do6lrines fafhion'd to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had leamM to prize. 
More bent to raiie the wretched than to riie— 
His houie was known to all the vagrant train. 
He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain; 
The long remembered beggar was his gueft, 
Whofe beard deicending fwept his aged breaft: 
The ruin'd fpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed | 
The broken ibldier, kindly bade to ftay. 
Sate by hb fire, and talked the night away— 
Wept o'er hb wounds, or, tales of forrow done. 
Shouldered hb crutch, and ihew'dhow fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his guefts, the good man learnt to glow. 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 
Careleis their merits or their faults to fcan^ 
His pity gave ere charity began. 
, Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride. 
And even his failings lean'd to virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt at every call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all— 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the fkics. 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
i^^^ilur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
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Befidethe bed where parting life was laid. 
And forrowy guilt, and pain, by turns difmay^d. 
The revVend champion ftood: At his controul, 
Defpair and anguifli fled the ftruggling foul ; 
Comfort came down* the trembling wretch to raiie^ 
And his laft faultVing accents whifperM praiie. 

At church, with meek and unafieded grace. 
His looks adomM the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double fway. 
And fools, who came to fcofF, remained to pray: 
The fervice paft, around the pious man. 
With ready zeal each honeft ruftic ran 5 
Even children fbllawM, with cndeaiing wile. 
And pluck'd his gown, to (hare the good man's fmilei 
His ready fmile a parent's warmth expreft. 
Their welfeie pleasM him, and their cares diftreft 5 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given. 
But all his ferious thoughts had rell in heaven— 
As ibme tall cliff that lifts its awful form. 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm, 
Thb' round its breaft the rolling clouds are ipread. 
Eternal funlhine fettles on its head. 

Befide yon ftraggling fence that ikiits the way. 
With bloflbm'd furze unprofitably gay. 
There, in his noify manfion, ikill'd to rule. 
The village mafter taught his little fchool: 
A man ievere he was, and ftern to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew; 
Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace 
The day's difafters in his morning face; 
Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee. 
At all liis joke8«-for many a joke had he j 
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Full well the bufy whifper, circling round. 
Conveyed the difoial tidings when he frowned f 
Yet he was kind, or, if ievere in aught. 
The love he bore to learning was in fault j 
The village all declared how much he knew— 
*Twas certain he could write, and cypher too ; 
Lands he could meafure, terms and tides prefage^ 
And even the ftoiy ran that he could guage$ 
In arguing too, the parfbn own'd his ikill. 
For even tho* vanqui(h*d, he could argue ilill; 
While words of learned length and thundering founds 
Amaz*d the gazing ruftics rangM around. 
And flill they gaz'd, and ftill the wonder grew. 
That one ihiall head could carry all he knew. 
But paft is all his fame: The very fpot 
Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot ! 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high. 
Where once the fign-pofl caught the paiTmg eye. 
Low lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts inipir*d> 
Where gtey-beard mirth and fmiling toil retired. 
Where village ftatefinen talkM with looks profound > 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ftoops to trace 
The parlour fplendors of that feftire place; 
The white-wafliM wall, the nicely fanded floor. 
The varnifh'd dock that clicked behind the door^ 
The cheft, contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day; 
The pidlures placed for ornament and ufe. 
The Twelve Good Rules, the Royal Game of Goolej 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day. 
With afpin boughs, and flow'rs, and fennel gay» 
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While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for (how, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliften'd in a row. 

Vain tranfitory fplcndors! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manfion from its fall ! 
Obfcure it finks j nor (hall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart ; 
Thither no more the pealant (hall repair. 
To fweet oblivion of his daily care 5 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman's ballad (hall prevail j 
No more the fmith his du(ky brow (hall clear> 
Relax his pond'rous ftrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoft himfelf no longer (liall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft. 
Shall kifs the cup, to pafs it to the reft. 

Yes I let the rich dende, the proud difdaiii 
Thefe fimple blc(rmg8 of the lowly train- 
To me more dear, congenial to. my heart. 
One native charm, than all the glofs of artf 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play. 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft-born fway^ 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy'd, unmolefted, unconfin'd. 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade. 
With ail the freaks of wanton wealth array'd— . 
In thefe, ere triflers half their wifh obtain. 
The toiling pleafui-e fickens into pain; 
And, even while fa(hion's brighteft arts decoy. 
The heart, diftrufting, a(ks if this be joy. 

Yc friends to truth— ye ftatefmen who furvey 
The rich man's joys encreafe, the poor's decay— 

D 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 




d by Goo 



THfi DfiSERTEft VtLLAbfi. jt 

While, fcourg'd by famine from the fmiling land. 
The mournful peaiant leads his humble band; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave. 
The country blooms— a garden and a gi-ave. 

Where then> ah! whei-e fhall poverty refide, 
To Ycapc the prefTure of contiguous pride? 
If to fome common's fencelefs limits fbay'd> 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And even the bare- worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city fped— what waits him there? 
To fee profufion that he mufl not fhare; 
To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; 
To fee each joy the fons of pleafure know. 
Extorted from his fellow-creatures' woej 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade. 
There the pale artift plies the fickly trade j 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay. 
There the black gibbet glooms befide the way : 
The dome where pleafure holds her midnight reign. 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous ti-ain ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing fquaie. 
The rattling chariots clafh, the torches glare. 
Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles e'er annoy! 
Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy! 
Are thefe thy ferious thoughts? — Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houfelcfs fhiv'ring female lies! 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleil. 
Has wept at tales of innocence diftreft 5 
Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn. 
Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the tlionit 
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Now loft to all — her friends, her virtue fled. 
Near her betrayer's door (he lays her head, 
And,pinch'd with cold,and (hrinking from the (howY, 
With heavy heait deplores that lucklefs hour, 
When idly firft, ambitious of the town. 
She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, fweet Auburn— thine, the lovelieft train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 
Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud men's doors they afk a little bread ! 

Ah ! no. To diftant climes, a dreary icene. 
Where half the convex world intJiides between— 
Thro' torrid trades with fainting fteps they go. 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before. 
The various terrors of that horrid fhore ; 
Thofe blazing funs that dart a downward ray« 
And fiercely (hed intolerable day; 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing. 
But filent bats in drowfy clufters cling ; 
Thofe pois'nous fields, with rank luxuriance crown'd. 
Where the daik fcorpion gathers death around; 
Whei'e, at each ftep, the ftranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake! 
Where crouching tigers w^t their haplefs prey. 
And favage men, more murd'rous (till than they; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies. 
Mingling the ravag'd landfcape with the fides ; 
Far difterent thefe from every former fcene— 
The cooling brook, the grafly vefted green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove. 
That only flielter'd thefts of barmlels love« 
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Good heav'n! what forrowsgioom^that parting day 
That caird them from their native walks away $ 
When the poor exiles^ every pleafurc paft. 
Hung round the bowVs^ and fondly lookM their la(l» 
And took a long farewell, and wi(h*d, in vaint 
For (eats like thefe beyond the weftem mainj 
And, (liudd'ring ftill to face the diftant deep. 
Returned and wept, and ftill returned to weep! 
The good old fire, the firft prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others* woe 5 
But for himfelf, in confcious viitue brave. 
He only wiih'd for worlds beyond the grave: 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears. 
The fond companion of his helplefs years. 
Silent went next, ncgle£lful of her charms. 
And left a lover's for her father's arms -, 
With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes. 
And bleft the cot where every pleafure rofe; 
And kifs'd her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear. 

And clafp'd them clofe, in fbrrow doubly dear } 

Whilft her fond huiband ftrove to lend relief 

In all the iilent manlinefs of grief. 

O luxury! thou curft by heaven's decree. 

How ill exchanged are things like thefe for thee I 

How do thy potions, with infidious joy, 

DifFufe their pleafures only to deftroy! 

Kingdoms by thee, to fickly gi^atnefs grown, 

Boaft of a florid vigour not their own ; 

At every draught more large and large they grow, 

A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe j 

Till, fapp'd their ftrength, and every pait unfound, 

Down, down they ilnk, and fpread a ruin roundl 
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Even now the deraftation is begun» 
And half the buiinefs of deftrnfiion done; 
Even nowy methinks, as pondering here I iland, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land: 
Down where yon anchoring veflel fpreads the fail 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale«- 
Downward they move, a melancholy band« 
Pafs from the (horej end darken all the flrand; 
Contented toil, and hofpitable care, 
And kind connubial tendernefs, are there; 
And piety, with wiflies placM above. 
And fteady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid. 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade; 
Unfit, in thefe degenerate times of fliame. 
To catch the heait, or ftrike for honeft fame ; 
Dear, charming .nymph, negle6bed and decry 'd. 
My fliame in crowds, my folitary pride ; 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe. 
That found'ft me poor at firft, and kcep'ft me fb; 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel. 
Thou nurfe of every virtue — fare thee well!— 
Farewell! and, oh, where'er thy voice be try'd. 
On Tomo's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide ; 
Whether nhere equinoctial fervors glow. 
Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow— 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th* inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth ; with thy perfuafive ftrain. 
Teach erring man to fpum the rage of gain ; 
Teach him that ftates, of native ftrength poflcft# 
Though very poor, may ftiU be very bleftj 
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That traders proud empire hafles to fwift decay. 
As ocean fweeps the labour^ mole away $ 
While felf-dependent power can time defy. 
As rocks reiift the billows and the iky. 




But now the founds of population fail — 
No cheerful murmurs flu£luate in the gale — 
No bufy fteps the grafs-grown foot-way tread. 
But all the bloomy flulh of life is fled; 
All but yon widow'd, folitary thing, 
That feebly bends befide the plaihy fpring 5 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread. 
To ilrip the brook with mantling crefTes fpfead. 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn. 
To feck her nightly (hed, and weep till mom; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train, 
The fad hiftorian of the pendve plain.*' 

DI8.V1I..P.45. 
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THE HERMIT; 

OR, 

EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

A BALLAD. 



** Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
«* And guide my lonely way, 

*« To where yon taper cheers the vale 
" With hofpitable ray ; 

** For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
" With fainting fteps and flow, 

'f Where wilds, immeafurably fpread, 
** Seem lengthening as I go." 

•* Forbear, my fon," the Hennit cries, 
*« To tempt the dang'^us gloom 5 

** For yonder phantom only flies 
*• To lure thee to thy doom. 

*« Here to the houfelefs child of want, 

*< My door is open ftill ; 
^ And though my portion is but fcant, 

** I give it with good will. 

**. Then turn to-night, and freely (hare 
<« Whatever my cell beftows— 

•* My rulhy couch and frugal fare, 
** My bleffing and repofe. 
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** No flocks that range the valley free 

" To flaughter I condemn — 
" Taught by that Power that pities me, 

«« I learn to pity them— 

«* But from the mountain's grafly fide 

" A guiltlels fcaft I bring— 
** A fcrip with herbs and fruit fupply^d, 

" And water from the fpring. 

« Then, Pilgrim, turn— thy cares forego— 
" All earth-born cares are wrong— ^ 

" Man wants but little here below, 
" Nor wants that little long." 

^oft as the dew from heaven de/cends. 

His gentle accents fell : 
The grateful ftranger lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far (helterM in a glade obfcure 

The modeft manfion lay— 
A refuge to the neighboring poor 

And ftrangers led aftray. 

No ftores beneatli its humble thatch 

Required a mailer's care— 
The wicket opening with a latch, 

Keceiv'd the harmlefs pair. 

And now, when bufy crowds retire 

To take their ev'ning reft, 
The Hermit trimm'd his little fire. 

And cheer'd his penfive gueftj 
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And fprcad his vegeublc ilore, 

Aiid gaily prcft and iinird! 
And, fkiird in legendary lore. 

The lingering hours beguird. 

Around, in fympathetic mirth, 

Its tricks the kitten tiies } 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth 5 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 

To foothe the ftranger's wocj 
For grief was heavy at his heart. 

And tears began to flow. 

His riflng cares the Hermit ipyM, 

With anfwering care opprcft: 
«« And whence, unhappy youth," he cry'd, 

" The ibri*ows of thy breaft? 

. ^f From better habitation ipum'd, 
" Reluftant doft thOu rove? 
«* Or grieve for friendihip unreturn'*d, 
*' Or unregarded love ? 

«* Alasl the joys that fortune brings 

** Are tiifling, and decay; 
" And thofe who prize the paltry things, 

" More trifling flill than they. 

*' And what is friendfhip but a name—* 
; •" A charm that lulls to flcep— 
''^ A fliade that follows wealth or fame, 
<< And leaves the wretch to weep? 
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" And love is ftill an emptier found— 

" The modem fair-one's jeft j 
" On earth unfeen, or only found 

** To warm the turtle's neft. 

« For (hame, fond youth — ^thy forrows hufli, 
« And fpurn the fex," he faid j 

But while he fpoke, a rifing blufli 
His love-lorn gueft beti*ay'd. 

Surprised he fees new beauties rife. 

Swift mantling to the view — 
Like colours o'er the morning fkiesr 

As bright, as tranfient too. 

The bafhful look, the rifing breaft. 

Alternate fpread alarms— 
The lovely ftranger ftands confeit 

A maid in all her charms, 

*« And, ah! forgive a ftranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn," (he cry'dj 

« Whofe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
«« Where heaven and you refide: 

** But let a maid thy pity (hai*e, 
** Whom love has taught to dray; 

" Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 
*< Companion of her way. 

« My father liv'd befide the Tyne, 

« A wealthy lord was he j 
« And all his wealth was mark'd as mine— 

<« He had but only me. 
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« To win me from his tender arms, 

" Unnumber'd fuitors came, 
** Who prais'd me* for imputed charms, 

" And felt, or feign'd a flame, 

*« Each hour a mercenary crowd 

** With richeft plotters ftrove; 
*' Among the reft, young Edwin bowM, 

" But never talked of love. 

** In humble, (impleft habit clad, 

" No wealth or power had he j 
" Wifdom and worth were all he had — 

** But thefe were all to me, 

" The bloflbm opening to the day, 

" The dews of heaven refin'd, 
** Could nought of purity difplay 

** To emulate his mind. 

« The dew, the bloflbms of the tree, 

" With charms inconftant fhine 5 
" Their charms were his, but, woe to me, 

" Their conftancy was mine: 

« For ftill I try'd each fickle art, 

" Importunate and vain ; . 
" And while his paffion touch'd my heart, 

«* I triumph'd in his pain— 

«* Till quite dejefted with my fcorn, 

** He left me to my pride, 
*' And fought a folitude forlorn, 

** In fecret, where he dy'd ! 
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«« But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 
" And well my life (hall pay ; 

" I'll feek the folitude he fought, 
« And ftretch me where he layj 

«* And there forlorn, deipairing hid, 
" I'll lay me down and die— 

« 'Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
*< And fo for him will I." 

« Forbid it, heaven !" the Hermit cry'd. 
And clafp'd her to his bread ; j / 

The wondering feir-one tum'd to chid(S>4; 
'Twas Edwin's felf tJiat preft! / ' 

*« Turn, Angelina, ever dear-^ 

" My channer, turn to fee 
« Thy ownjt thy long-loft Edwin here, 

<« Reftor'd to love and thee ! 

« Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

«« And every care refign : 
«• And (hall we never, never part? 

«« My life — my all that's mine I 

•« No, never, from this hour to part, 
«« We'll live and love (b true— 

<« The (igh that rends thy conftant heart 
« Shall break thy Edwin's too." 
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RETALIATION. 



[Dr. Goldfmith, and the Gentfcmen chara6lerifed in thi» 
Poem', occafionally dined at the St. James's Coffee- 
houfe — One day it was propofcd to write Epitaph* 
on him. His country, dialeft, and perfon, furniflied 
fubje£b of witticifm. He was called on for Reta- 
liation, and at their next meeting produced this>^ 
Poem. It was fird printed in the year 1774* after the 
Author's death.! 

• = 

Of old, when ScaiTon his companions invited, 
Each gueft brought his difli,and the feaft was united 5 
If our landlord (a) fupplies us with beef, and with fifh. 
Let each gueft bring hwnfelf, and he biings the beftdifli s- 
Our dean (b) (hall be venifon, juft frefh from the plains ; 
OurBurke(0 fliall be tongue, with the garniftiofbrains j 
OurWill(<0ftiall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour. 
And Dick(^) with his pepper (hall heighten the favour ; 
OurCumberland's(/)fwcet-breadits place (hallobtain^ 
And Douglas (g) is pudding, fubftantial and plain ^ 

(a) The matter of the St. James's Coffeehoufe. 
{6) Dr. Bernard, dean of Derry, in Ireland. 

(c) Mr. Edmund Burke. 

(d) Mr. William Burke, late fecretary to General Conway^ 

(e) Mr. Richard Burke, collefbor of Grenada. 

If) Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weft In- 
dian, and other dramatic pieces. 

(g) Dr. Douglas, canon of Windfor, an ingenious Scotch 
gentleman, who has no lefs diftinguiflied himfelf as aciti* 
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Our Garrick's(i&) a fallad — for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 
To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 
That Ridge(i)is anchovy, andReynolds(it) is lamb 9 
That Hickey's(/) a capon, and, by the fame rule. 
Magnanimous Goldfmith a goofeberry fool. 
At a dinner fo various — at fuch a repaft. 
Who'd not be a glutton, and Hick to the laft ! 
Here, waiter, more wine — let me fit while I'm able, 
'Till all my companions fmk under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here lies the good deai^/w), re-united to earth. 
Who mixt reafon with pleafure, and wifdom with mirth: 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt— 
At leaft, in fix weeks, I could not find 'em out ; 
Yet fome have declar'd, and it can't be deny'd 'era. 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Herelie80urgoodEdmund(«),whofcgeniuswasfuch, 
We fcarcely can praife it, or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for the univerfe, naiTOw'd his mind. 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Tho' fraught with all learning, yet draining his throat, 
Toperfuade Tommy Townftiend((?) to lend him a vote ; 

zcn of the world, than a found critic, in dctefting fcveral 
literary miftakes (or rather forgeries) of his countrymen; 
particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hittory of the 
Popes. 

(h) David Garrick, efq, 

(i) CounfcUor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to 
the Irifh bar. 

(k) Sir Jofliua Reynolds. (/) An eminent attorney. 

(to) Vide page 63. (») Vide page 63. 

{0) Mr. T. Townflicnd, member for Whitchurch, 
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Who, too deep for liis hearers, ftill went on refining. 
And thought of convincing, while they thoughtof dining; 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit — 
Too nice for a ftatefman — top proud for a wit— 
For a pati-iot, too cool — for a drudge, dilbbedient— 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient* 
In fhort, 'twas his fate, unemployM, or in place, fir. 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honeftWilliam(^),whofe heart was a mint. 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in'tj 
The pupil of impulfe, it forced him along — 
His condnft ftill right, with his argument wrong j 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam. 
The coachman was tipfey, the chariot drove home: 
Would you alk for his merits ? alas! he had none; 
What wasgoodwasfpontaneous,hisfaultswerehis own. 

Here lies honeft Richard, whofe fate I muft figh at — 
Alas, that fuch frolic (hould now be fo quiet I 
What fpirits were his! what wit and what whim! 
Now breaking a jeft, and now breaking a limb!(gr) 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball! 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 
In fhort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wifliM him full ten times a-day at Old Nick; 
But, miffing his mirth and agreeable vein. 
As often we wifti'd to have Dick back again. 

(p) Vide page 63. 

(^) Mr. Richard Burke. This gentleman having flightly 
fraftured one of his arms and legs, at different times, 
the do£lor has rallied him on thofe accidents, as a kind 
of retributive jufticc for breaking his jcfts upon other 
people. 

B 
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Here Cumber] and (r) lies, having a^ed his psgrts— 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts j 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be — not as they are i 
His gallants are all faultlefs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being fo fine- 
Like a tragedy-queen he has dizen'd her out. 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout : 
His fools have their follies fo loft in a crowd 
Of virtues and failings, that folly grows proud; 
And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone. 
Adopting his portraits, are pleased with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught? 
Or wherefore his charafters tlius without fault ? 
Say, was it that, vainly diredling his view 
To find out men^s virtues, and finding them few. 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefbme elf. 
He grew lazy at lad, and drew from himfelf ? 

Here Douglas(j) retires from his toils to relax. 
The fcourge of impoftors, the terror of quacks: 
Come, all ye quack-bards, and ye quacking divines. 
Come, and dance on the fpot where your tyrant reclines: 
When fatire and cenfure encircled his throne, 
I fearM for your fafety — I fear'd for my ownj 
But now he is gone, and we want a detedor, 
QurDodds(/){hall bepious,ourKenricks(if)ihall leGbue; 



(r) Vide page 63. 
(s) Ibid. • 

(/) The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

(v) Dr. Kenrick, who read lefiuret at the Devil TvrtTtif 
«&4er the titk of •« The School of Sbakefpeaic." 
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Macpherfon(Af) write bombaft, and call it a ftylei 
OurTown(hend(jjJ make fpeeche8,and KhalicompUej 
NewLauders andBowers(«)theTweed(hall crofi over. 
No countryman living their tricks to difcover j 
Deteftion her taper fliall quench to a fpark. 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat inthe dark. 

Here lies David Garrick, defcribe me who can. 
An abridgment of all that was pleaiant in man; 
As an a^lor, confefs'd without rival to (hine— 
As a wit, if not firft, in the very fii-ft line 5 
Yet, with talents like theie, and an excellent heart. 
The man had his failings— a dupe to his art : 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he fpread. 
And beplafter'd with rouge his own natural red i 
On the ftage he was natural, iimple, afFed^ing— 
'Twas only that when he was off he was adVing. 
With no reafon on earth to go out of his way. 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a-day— 
Tho' fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick. 
If they were not his own by fineiling and trick 9 
He caft off his friends, as a huntiinan his pack, 
For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiftle them back. 
Of praife, a mere glutton, he fwallow'd what came. 
And the puff of a dunce, he miilook it for famej 
Till his relifh, grown callous almoft to difeaie^ 
Who pepperM the higheft, was fureft to pleafe. 
But let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind— 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind : 



(*) James Macpherfon, cfq. who, from the mere force 
of his ftylc, wrote down the firft poet of all antiquity. 
{y) Vide page 64. {z) Vide page 63. 
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YeKenrick8(^j),yeKell3rs(^),andWoodfall8(f) fo grave, 
Whata commerce was yours, while you got andyougavc? 
Howdid Grub-ftreet re-echo the ftiouts that you rais'd. 
While he was bc-Rofcius'd, and you were beprais'd? 
But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies, 
To aft as an angel and mix with the ikies : 
Thofe poets who owe their beft fame to his (kill. 
Shall ftill be his flatterers, go where he will — 
Old Shakefpeare, receive him, with praife and with love. 
And Beaumonts and Behns be his Kellys above. 

HereHickey(^ recline8,a moft blunt pleafant creaturc> 
And flander itfelf mult allow him good-natuie; 
He cheriihM his friend, and he relifhM a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 
Perhaps you may aflc if the man was a mifer? 
I anfwer, no, no— for he always was wifer: 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 
His very worft foe can't accufe him of that: 
Perhaps he conflded in men as they go. 
And fo was too fooliflily honeft ? Ah no I 
Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn ye— 
He was — could he help it— a fpecial attorney. 

Here Reynolds(^) is laid, and, to tell you my mind» 
He has not left a wifer or better behind: 
His pencil was ftriking, refiftlefs, and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying, and bland j' 
Still born to improve us in every part^ 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 

(a) Vide page 66, 

{b) Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falfc Delicacy, &c. &c. 
(c) Mr. W. Woodfall, printer of the Morning Chronicle. 
{d} Vide page 64. (^) Vide page 64. 
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To coxcombs averfe, yet moft civilly ftcering, 
Whentheyjudg*dwithoutlkill,hewasftillhardofhearing5 
When theytalk'dof theirRaphaclsjCorregios andftuff, 
He Ihifted his trumpet(/), and only took fnufF. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Here Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Tho' he merrily liv'd(^), he is now a grave man: 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun! 
Who reliftiM a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun} 
Whofe temper was generous, open, fincere*— 
A ftranger to flatt'ry, a ftranger to fearj 
Who fcatter'd around wit and humour at will 5 
Whole daily box mots half a column might /ill: 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free— i 
A fcholai*, yet furely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas I that fo liberal a mind 
Should fo long be to Newfpaper Eflays confinM ! 
Who perhaps to the fummit of fcience could foar. 
Yet content ** if the table he fet in a roar j" 
Whofe talents to fill any ftation was fit, 
Yet happy if Woodfall(^) confefs'd him a wit. 

Ye newfpaper witlings! ye pert fcribbling folks! 
Who copied his fquibs, and re-echo'd his jokes— 
Ye tame imitators, ye fervile herd, come. 
Still follow your mafter, and vifit his tomb; 

(/) Sir Jofliiia Reynolds was fo remarkably deaf as to b^ 
under the neceffity or ufmg an ear-trumpet in company. 

(g) Mr. W. was fo notorious a punfter, that Dr. Gold- 
fraith ufed to fay it was impoffible to keep him company 
without being infefled with an itch for punning. 

(A) Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advcrtifcr. 
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To deck it, bring with you feftoons of the vine. 
And copious libations be(iow on his (hrine $ 
Then ftrew all around it (you can do no lefs) 
Crofs-readingSy Sbip-news, and Mifiakes of the Prefi,(t) 
Merry Whitefoord, farewell! — for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humor — ^I had almoft faid wit: 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refufe, 
*Thoubefthumor'd man with the worft humor*dmuie/ 

(i) Mr. Whitefoord hat frequently indulged the town 
with humorous pieces under thofe titles in the Public 
AdTcrtifcr. 



STANZAS 

ON THE TAKING OF QUEBEC. 

Amidst the clamour of exulting joys. 

Which triumph forces from the patriot heart, 
Grief dares to mingle her foul-piercing voice. 

And quells the raptures which from pleafure (but. 
O, Wolfe! to thee a dreaming flood of woe. 

Sighing, we pay, and think even conqueft dear- 
Quebec in vain (hall teach the breaft to glow, 

Whilft thy fad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled. 
And fiiw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes 5 

Yet they (hall know thou conquered, though dead f 
Since from thy tomb a tbou(and heroes rife* 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 

A POETICAL EPISTLE — TO LORD CLARE. 

Th ANKS,myLord,for your venifbn — for fineror fatter 
Never ranged in a foreft, or fmoak'd in a platter : 
The haunch was a pidture for painters toftudy. 
The fat was fo white, and the lean was fo ruddy 5 
Tho' my ftomach was iharpjcould fcarce help regretting 
To fpoil fuch a delicate pi6lure by eating: 
I had thoughts, in my chambers, to place it in view. 
To be fliewn to my friends as a piece of virtu — 
As in fome Irifh houfes, where things are fo fo. 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a (how; 
But, for eating a rafher of what they take pride in. 
They'd as foon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 
But hold — let me paufe — don't I hear you pronounce 
This tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce; 
Well, fuppofe it a bounce— fure a poet.may try, 
By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 

But, my lord, it's no bounce — Iproteft, in my turn. 
It's a truth — and your Lordfliip may aflc Mr. Burn.* 
To go on with my tale — as I gaz'd on the haunch, 
I thought of a friend that was trufby and (launch— 
So.I cut it, and fent it to Reynolds undreft. 
To paint it, or eat it, juft as he lik'd beft. 
Of the neck and the breaft I had next to difpofe— 
'Twas a neck and a breaft that might rival Monroe*» : 

• Lord Clare *a nephew. 
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But ill parting with thefe, I was puzzled again, 
With the how,and the who,and the whei*e,and the when • 
There's H— d, and C— )r,and H— rth, and H— fF, 
I think they love vcnifon — I know they love beef: 
There's my countr}'man Higgins — Oh, let him alone 
For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 
But hang it — ^to poets, who feldom can eat. 
Your very gopd mutton's a very good treat 5 
Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt- 
It's like lending them ruffles, wlien wanting aihirt. 
While thus I debated, in reverie center'd, • 
An acquaintance, a friend as he call'd himfelf,enter'd; 
An under-bred, fine-(poken fellow was he. 
And he fmil'd as he look'd at the venifon and me. 
" What have we got here ?— Why, this is good eating j 
" Your own, I fuppofe— or is it in waiting?" 
** Why, whofe (hould it be?"— cry'd I, with a flounce ; 
*' I get thefe things often"— but that was a bounce : 
*' Some lords, my acquaintance, that fettle the nation, 
" Are pleas'd to be kind— but I hate oftentation." 
<* If that be the cafe then," cry'd he, very gay, 
*' I'm glad I have taken this boufe in my way ; 
** To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me; 
" No words — I infift on't — ^prccifely at three : 
^* We'll have Johnfbn,andBurke,all the wits will be there; 
** My acquaintance is flight, or Td aik my Lord Clare* 
*^ And, now that I think on't, as I am a flnner, 
** We wanted this venifon to make out a dinner. 
** What fay you — z pafty-^it fliall, and it mud; 
«« And my wife, little Kitty, is ^rnous for crufl. 
«< Here, porter, this venifon with me to Mile-end; 
" No flirring,I beg— my dear friend— my dear fricndr* 
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Thus fnatching his hat, he bnifh*d ofF like the windy 
And the porter and eatables followed behind. 

Left alone to refleft, having emptied my fhelf. 
And ** nobody with me at fea but myfelf ;"• 
Tho* I could not help thinking my gentleman hafty. 
Yet Johnfon, and Burke, and a good venifon pafty. 
Were things that I never diflik'd in my life, 
Tho' clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife : 
So next day, in due fplendour to make my approacby 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place where we all were to dine, 
(A chair-lumber'd clofet juft twelve feet by nine) 
My friend bade me welcome, but ftnick me quite dumb 
With tidings that Johnfon and Burke would not comej 
*< For I knew it," he cry'd, «*both eternally fail, 
** The one with his fpeeches, and t'other with Thrale j 
** But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make up the party 
** Witli two full as clever, and ten times as hearty: 
** TJie one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew— 
«* They both of them merry, and authors like you; 
<* The one writes the Snarlcr, the other the Scourge ; 
** Some think he writes Cinna — he owns to Panurge." 
While thus he defcrib'd them by trade and by name. 
They enter'd,and dinner was ferv'd as they came. 

At the top a fiy'd liver and bacon were feen. 
At the bottom was tripe, in a fwinging tureen 5 
At the (ides there was fpinnage and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the pafty — was not. 
Now, my Lord, as for tripe, it's my utter averfion. 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Perfian; 

♦ See the letters that pafled between his Royal Highnefs 
Henry Duke of Cumberland and Lady Grofvenor— 1 769. 
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So there I fat ftuck, like a horfe in a pound. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what vex'd me moft, was that d — ^'d Scottifli rogue. 
With his long-winded fpeeches,hi8 finiles,and hb brogue. 
And, "madam," quoth he, "may this bit be mypoifon, 
" A prettier dinnei- 1 never fet eyes on 5 
" Pray, a dice of your liver, though may I be curft, 
" But I've cat of your tripe, till I'm ready to burft/* 
" The tripe!" quoth the Jew, with his chocolate cheek, 
** I could dine on this tripe feven days in a week: 
** I like thcfe here dinners fo pretty and fmall; 
" Butyourfriend there the doftor eats nothing at all.** 
" O — ^ho!" quoth my friend, "he'll come on in a trice, 
" He's keeping a corner for fomcthing that's nice : 
" There's a pally" — "A pafty!" repeated the Jewj 
" I don't care if I keep a corner for't too." 
" What the de'il, mon, a pafty!" re-echo'd the Scotj 
" Though fplitting, I'll ftill keep a corner for that." 
" We'll all keep a corner," the lady ciy'd out; 
«« We'll all keep a corner," was echo'd about. 
While thus we refolv'd, and the pafty delay'd. 
With looks that quite petrify'd, eixter'd the maid ! 
A vifage fo fad, and fo pale with affright, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night! 
But we quickly found out — for who could miftake her-^ 
That (he came with fome terrible news from thebakerj 
And fo it fell out, for that negligent floven 
Had (hut out the pafty on (hutting his oven I 
Sad Philomel thus— but let fimilies drop— 
And, now that I think on't, the ftory may ftop. 
To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour mifplac'd. 
To fend fuch good verfes to one of your tafte $ 
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You've got an odd foraething — a kind of difccrning — 
A relifh — a tafte— ficken'd over by learning; 
At leaft it's your temper, as very well known, 
That you think very flightly of all that's your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amifs. 
You may make a miflake, and think (lightly of this. 



A DESCRIPTION 

OP AN AUTHOR'S BED-CHAMBER. 

\Vhere the Red-Lion daring o'er the way. 
Invites each parting ftranger that can pay — 
Where Calvert's butt, and Parfons' black champaign, 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Dmry-lanej 
There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs fnug, 
The Mufe found Scroggen ftretch'd beneath a rug! 
A window patch'd with paper, lent a ray. 
That dimly (hew'd the ftate in which he lay : 
The fanded floor that grits beneath the tread; 
The humid wall with paltry pidures fpread 5 
The Royal Game of Goofe was there in view; 
And the Twelve Rules the royal martyr drew ; 
The Seafons, fram'd with lilting, found a place. 
And brave Prince William (hew'dhis lamp-black face: 
The mom was cold, he views with keen defire 
The rufly grate unconfcious of a fire; 
With beer and milk-arrears the frieze was fcor'd. 
And five crack'd tea-cups drefs'd the chimney-board; 
A night-cap deck'd his brows inftead of bay, 
A cap by night — a flocking all the day! 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 

A TALE. 

Oecluded from domeftic ftrife. 
Jack Book-worm led a college life ; 
' A fellowlhip at twenty-five 
Made him the happieft man alive- 
He drank his glafs, and crack'd his joke, 
And fre(hmen wonder'd as he fpoke. 

Such pleafures, un alloy 'd with care. 
Could any accident impair? 
Could Cupid's (haft at length transfix 
Our fwain, arrived at thirty -fix! 
Oh ! had the archer ne'er come down 
To ravage in a countiy town ! 
Or Flavia been content to flop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-flreet (hop ! 
Oh! had her eyes forgot to blaze. 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze! 
Oh! — But let exclamation ceafe— 
Her prefence banifh'd all his peace: 
So, with decorum all things carry 'd, 
MifsfrownM,and blufli'd,and then was— marry 'd. 

Need we expofe to vulgar fight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 
Need we intrude on hallow'd ground. 
Or draw the curtains, closM around ? 
Let it fuffice, that each had charms- 
He clalp'd a goddcfs in his arms. 
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And, tho' (he felt his vifage rough, • 
Yet in a man ^twas well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightning flew— 
The fecond brought its tranfports too— 
A third, a fourth, were not amifs — 
The fifth was friendihip mix*d with blifs ; 
But, when a twelvemonth pafs'd away. 
Jack found his goddefs made of clay — 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 
Arole from powder, flireds, or lace ; 
But ftill the worft remainM behind — 
That very face had robb'd her mind ! 

Skill'd in no other art was (he 
But drefling, patching, repartee; 
And, juft as humour rofe or fell. 
By turns a (lattern or a belle: 
'Tis true (lie drefs'd with modern grace- 
Half naked at a ball or race 5 
But when at home, at board or bed. 
Five greafy night-caps, wrapt her head. 
Could fo much beauty condefcend 
To be a dull domeftic friend ? 
Could any curtain-leftures bring 
To decency fo fine a thing? 
In (hort, by night, 'twas fits or fretting— 
By day, 'twas gadding or coquetting. 

Fond to be i^tHi (he kept a bevy 
Of powder'd coxcombs at her levee; 
The 'fquire and captain took their ftations. 
And fwenty other neai* relations: 
Jack fuck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A figh in fufibcati;;}g fmoke; ^ 
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While allthcir hours were pafs'd between 

Infulting repartee or fpleen. 

Thus, as her faults each day were knowny 

He thinks her features coarier grown 3 

He fancies every vice Ihe (hews 

Or thins her lip, or points her noie— 

Whenever rage or envy rife. 

How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes I 

He knows not how, but fo it is. 

Her face is grown a knowing phyzj 

And tho* her fops are wond^rous civile 

He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd noofe» 
As each a difTrent way purAiesy 
While fullen or loquacious ftrife 
Promised to hold them on for life. 
That dire difeafe, who(e ruthlefe pow'r 
Withers the besluty's traniient flow'r j 
Lo 1 the fmall-pox, whofe horrid glare 
Leveird its terrors at the fair — 
And, rifling every youthful grace, 
Left but the remnant of a face! 

The glafs, grown hateful to her fight, 
Refle6led now a pcrfeft fright} 
Each former art (he vainly tries 
To bring back luftre to her eyes : 
In vain flie tries her pafte and creams, 
To fmooth her (kin, or hide its feamsj 
Her country beaux and city couiins. 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens $ 
The Tquire himfelf was feen to yield. 
And even the captain quit the field. 
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Poor madam, now condemn*d to hack 
The reft of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown. 
Attempted pleafmg him alone. 
Jack fbon was dazzled to behold 
Her preient face furpafs the old; 
With modefty her cheeks are dy'd^ 
Humility difplaces piide; 
For tawdry finery is feen 
A perfon ever neatly clean : 
No more prefuming on her fway. 
She learns good-nature every day— 
Serenely gay, and ftrift in duty. 
Jack finds his wife a perfedl beauty. 



EPITAPH ON DR. PARNEL. 

This tomb, infcrib'd to gentle Pamel's name. 
May fpeak our gratitude, but not his fame. 
What heart but feels his fweetly moral lay. 
That leads to truth thro' pleafure's flowery way? 
Celeftial themes confefs'd his tuneful aid— 
And heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needlefs to him the tribute we beftow. 
The tranfitory breath of fame below- 
More lafting rapture from his works fliall rife. 
While converts thank their poet in tlie ikies. 
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A NEW SIMILE. 

IN THE MANNER OF SWIFT. 

Long had I fought in vain to find 
A likenefs for the fcribbling kind—' 
The modern fcribbling kind, who write 
In wit, and fenfe, and nature*s fpite : 
'Till, reading, I forget what day on, 
A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheon, 
I think I met with fomething there 
To fuit my purpofe to a hair j 
But let us not proceed too furious— 
Firft pleafe to turn to God Mercuriusj 
You'll find him pi^urMat full length 
In book the fecond, page the tenth. 
The ftrefs of all my proofs on him I lay^ 
And now proceed we to our fimile. 

Imprimis — pi*ay obferve his hat. 
Wings upon either fide — ^mark that. 
Well! what is it from thence we gather? 
Why thefe denote a brain of feather, 
'a brain of feather, very right} 
With wit that's flighty, learning light j 
Such as to modern bards decreed: 
A juft comparifon — proceed. 

In the next place, his feet peruf©— 
Wings grow again from both his (hoes; 
Defign'd, no doubt, their part to bear. 
And waft his godlhip thi'ough the air; 
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And here tny fimile unites— 
For in a modern poet's fiightSy 
I'm fure it may be juftly ^d. 
His feet are ufeful as his head. 

Laftly, vouchfafe t'obierve his handf 
Fiird with a fnake-incucled wand s 
By ciafllc authors termed cadaceusy 
And highly fanf d for feveral ufes : 
To wit — moft wond'roufly endu'd. 
No poppy- water half (o good; 
For let folks only get a touch. 
Its ibporific virtue's fuch, 
Tho' ne'er fo much awake before. 
That quickly they begin to fnore i 
Add too, what certain writers tell. 
With this he drives men's fouls to hell. 

Now to apply begin we then: 
His wand's a modern author's pen; 
The ferpents round about it twin'd 
Denote him of the reptile kind 5 
Denote the rage with which he writes. 
His frothy flaver, venom'd bites 5 
An equal (emblance ftill to keep. 
Alike too both conduce to deep. 
This difTrence only, as the god 
Drove fouls to Tart'rus with his rod; 
With his goofe-quill the (cribbling elf, 
Inftead of others, damns himfelf. 
And here my fimile almoft tript. 
Yet grant a word by way of poftfcript— « 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing: 
Well! what of that? out with it— ftcaling; 



d by Google 



tz, ' NEW SIMILE. 

In which all modern bards agree. 

Being each as great a thief as he: 

But even this deity's exiftence 

Shall lend my fimile afliftance. 

Our modern bards! why, what a pox 

Are they but fenfelefs ftones and blocks? 



THE GIFT. 

TO IRIS — IN BOW-STREET, COVENT-GARDEN. 

Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake. 

Dear mercenary beauty, 
What annual offering fhall I make 

Expreflive of my duty? 

My heart, a viflim to thine eyes, 

Should I at once deliver. 
Say, would the angry fair-one prize 

The gift, who flights the giver? 

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy. 

My rivals give — and let 'em. 
If gems, or gold, import a joy, 

I'll give them — when I get 'em. 

I'll give — ^but not the full-blown rofe, 

Or rofe-bud more in fafhion; 
Such (hort-liv'd ofTrings but difclofe 

A tranfitory paffion. 

I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid. 

Not lefs fnicere, than civil: ' 
I'll give thee — ah! too charming maid, 

I'll give thee— to the devil. 
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THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

IN IMITATION OP DEAN SWIFT. 

Logicians have but ill defined 

As rational the human mind : 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man. 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 

By ratiocinations fpecious. 

Have ftrove to prove with gi*eat pi^ifion, 

With definition and diviiion. 

Homo eft raiione preditum 5 

But for my foul I cannot credit 'cm. 

And muft in fpite of them maintain, 

That man and all his ways are vain ; 

And that this boafled lord of nature 

Is both a weak and erring creature ; 

That inftind is a furer guide 

Than reafon, boafting mortal^s pride; 

And that brute beafts are far before 'em— 

Deus eft anhna brutorum* 

Who ever knew an honeft brute 

At law his neighbour proiecute. 

Bring adion for aflault and battery. 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery? 

O'er plains they ramble imconfin'd. 

No politics difturb their mind 5 

They eat their meals, and take their (port. 

Nor know who^s in or out at coyrtj 

They never to the levee go 

To treat as deareft friend a foe 3 
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They never importune his grace. 

Nor ever cringe to men in place $ 

Nor undertake a dirty job. 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob. 

Fraught with inveclive, they ne'er go 

To folks at Pater-nofter-row : 

No judges, fidlers, dancing-mafters. 

No pick-pockets, or poetaflei-s. 

Are known to honeft quadrupeds ; 

No (ingle brute his fellows leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray. 

Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 

Of beafts, it is confefs'd, the ape 

Comes neareft us in human ihape; 

Like man, he imitates each fafliion. 

And malice is his ruling pafHont 

But both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furpaiTes. 

Behold him, humbly cringing, wait 

Upon the miniiler of ftate: 

View him foon after, to inferiors. 

Aping the condu6t of fuperiors-^ 

He promifes with equal air. 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators^- 

At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters. 

Their mafters' manners ftill contract. 

And footmen lords and dukes can a£t. 

Thus, at the court, both great and finall 

Behave alike^(j^ all ape alU 
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AN ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OP A MAD DOG. 

vTooD people all, of every fort. 

Give ear unto my fong ; 
And if you find it wonderous (horty 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Iflington there was a man. 

Of whom the world might fey. 
That ftill a godly race he ran— . 

Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had. 

To comfort friends and foes \ 
The naked every day he clad— • 

When he put on his cloaths. 

And in that town a dog was found. 

As many dogs there be- 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound. 

And curs of low degree* 

This dog and man at firil were friends— 

But when a pique began. 
The dog, to gain his private ends. 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around, from all the neighbouring ftreetSj 

The wondering neighbours ran. 
And fwore the dog had loft his wits. 

To bite fo good a man. 
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The wound it fcem'd both fore and fad 

To every chriftian eye ; 
And while they fwore the dog was mad. 

They fwore the man would die. 

But foon a wonder came to light. 
That fhew'd the rogues they ly'd— 

The man recovered of the bite. 
The dog it was that dy'd. 



AN ELEGY 

ON THE CLORY OF HER SEX, 
MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 

Good people all, with one accord. 

Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word— 

From thofe who fpoke her praife. 

The needy feldom pafs'd her door. 

And always found her kind 5 
She freely lent to all the poor — 

Who left a pledge behind. 

She ftrove the neighbourhood to pleafe. 
With manners wond'rous winning. 

And never followed wicked ways— 
Unlefs when fhe was finning. 

At church, in filks and fatins new. 
With hoop of monflrous fize; 

She never flumber'd in her pew— 
But when fhe fhut her eyes. 
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Her love was fought, I do aver. 

By twenty beaux and more; 
The king hirafelf has follow'd her— 

When ftie has walk'd before. 

But now her wealth and finery fled. 

Her hangers-on cut fhort allj 
The doftors found, when fhe was dead— 

Her laft diforder mortal. 

Let us lament, in forrow fore. 
For Kent-flreet well may fay, 

That had fhe liv'd a twelvemonth more — 
She had not dy'd to-day. 



STANZAS. 



ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 
BY LIGHTENING. 

Sure 'twas by Providence defign'd. 

Rather in pity, than in hate. 
That he fhould be, like Cupid, blind, 

To fave him from NarciflTus' fate. 



ON WOMAN. 

A^' H E N lovely woman floops to folly. 

And finds too late that men betray. 
What charm can foothe her melancholy^ 

What ait can wafh her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover. 

To hide her fhame from eveiy eye. 
To give repentance to her lover. 

And wring his bofom— is, to die. /^ 

■A 
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SONGS. 

O memory! thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain. 
To former joys, recurring ever, 

And turning all the pad to pain ; 

Thou, like the world, the opprcft opprcfling. 
Thy fmiles increafe the wretch's woej 

And he who wants each other blefTing, 
In thee muft ever find a foe* 



INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SUNG IN THE COMEDY 
OF SHE STOOPS TO CONC^ER. 

Ah, me I when (hall I marry me? 
Lovers are plenty ; but fail to relieve me» 
He, fond youth, that could carry me, 
Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 

But I will rally, and combat the miner: 
Not a look, not a fmile (hall my paffion difcover. 
She that gives all to the falfe one purfuing her. 
Makes but a penitent, and lofes a lover. 

FROM THE ORATORIO OP CAPTIVITT. 

The wretch condemn'd with life to part. 

Still, (liil on hope relies ; 
And evei7 pang that rends the heart, 

Bids expeftation rife. 

Hope, like the glimm'ring taper's lights 

Adorns and cheers the way 5 
And (lill, as darker grows the night. 

Emits a brighter ray. 
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A SONNET. 

iVeeping, murmuring, complaining, 
Loft to every gay delight — 

Myta, too fmcere for feigning. 
Fears th' approaching bridal night: 

Yet why impair thy bright perfection. 
Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 

Had Myra followM my direction, 
She long had wanted cauie of fear. 



THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 

John Trott was defir'd by two witty peers. 
To tell them the reafon why afles had ears ? 

* An't pleafe you,' quoth John, * I'm not given to letters, 

* Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters; 

* Howe'er from this time I (hall ne'er fee your graces, 

* As I hope to be iav'd, without thinking on afles.' 



EPITAPH ON EDWARD PURDON*. 

Here lies poor Ned Purdon, from mifeiy freed. 
Who long was a bookfeller's hack— 

)Ie led fuch a danmable life in this world, 
I don't think he'll wifli to come back. 

• Who tranflatcd Voltaire's Hcnriadc. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF ZOBEIDE. 

In thefe bold times, when Learning's fons explore 
The diftant climates, and the favagc (hore 5 
When wife aftronomers to India fleer. 
And quit for Venus many a brighter here; 
While botanijisf all cold to fmiles and dimpling, 
Forfake the fair, and patiently — go fimpling j 
Our bard into the general fpirit enters. 
And fits his little frigate for adventures : 
With Scythian flores, and trinkets deeply laden. 
He this way fleers his courfe, in hopes of trading- 
Yet ere he lands, he *as ordered me before. 
To make an obfervation on the fhore. 
Where are we driven? — Our reckoning fure is loft! 
This feems a rocky and a dangerous coaft. 
Lord! what a fultry climate am I under! 
Yon ill-foreboding cloud feems big with thunder ! 

(Upper Gallery,) 
There mangroves'fpread,and largerthani've feen'em— 

(Pit.) 
Here trees of ftately fize, and billing turtles in 'em— 

(Balconies,) 
Here ill -conditioned oranges abound— (Stage,) 

And apples, 4)itter apples ftrew the ground: 

(Tajiing them,) 
The inhabitants are canibals I fear : 
I heard a hiffing — there are ferpents here! 
O, there the people are — ^beft keep my diftance 5 
Our captain (gentle natives) craves affiftancej 
Our fhip's well ftor'd — in yonder creek we've laid her. 
His honour is no mercenary trader. 
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This is his firft adventure — ^lend him aid. 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade : 
His goods, he hopes, ai*e prime, and brought from far. 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 
What ! no reply to promifes fo ample !— 
Vd beft ftep back — and order up a fample. 



A PROLOGUE ♦, 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY THE POET LABERIUS, 

A ROMAN KNIGHT, 

WHOM CiftSAR FORCED UPON THS STAGE. 

AVhat! no way left to fliun th' inglorious ftagc. 

And fave from infamy my finking age! 

Scarce half alive, opprefs'd with many a year. 

What in the name of dotage drives me here ? 

A time there was, when glory was my guide. 

Nor force nor fraud could turn my fteps afide— 

Unaw'd by power, and unappal'd by fear. 

With honeft thrift I held my honour dear: 

But this vile hour difperfes all my (lore. 

And all my hoard of honour is no more; 

For, ah! too partial to my life's decline, 

Cxfar perfuades, fubmifiion mud be mine; 

Him I obey, whom Heaven itfelf obeys, 

Hopelefs of pleafing, yet inclined to pleafe. 

Here then at once I welcome every fliame. 

And cancel at threefcore a life of fame ; 

No more my titles {hall my children tell. 

The old buffoon will fit my name as well 5 

This day beyond its term my fate extends, 

For life is ended when our honour ends. 

* Preferved by Macrobiuv-tranflated and printed in lyurr 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY MR. LBE LEWES, AT HIS BENEFIT, 
IN TH£ CHARACTER OF HARLEQUIN. 

Hold! Prompter, hold! a word before your nonfenfe j 
I'd fpeak a word or two, to eafe ray confcience. 
My pride forbids it ever ibould be faid, 
My heels eclips'd the honours of ray head- 
That I found humour in a pye-ball veft, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jeft. 

(Takes off bis majk,) 
Whence, and what art thou — vifionary birth? 
Nature difowns, and reafon fcoms thy mirth— < 
In thy black afpedb eveiy paflion deeps— 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haft thou fUrd the fcene with all thy brood 
Of fools purfuing, and of fools purfuedi 
Whofe ins and outs no ray of fenfe difclofes— » 
Whofe only plot it is to break our nofes j 
Whilft from below the trap-door daemons rife. 
And from above the dangling deities. 
And (hall I mix in this unhallow'd crew?— 
May rofm'd lightening blaft me, if I do ! 
No — I will a6t — ^I'll vindicate the ftage— 
Shakefpeare himfelf (hall feel my tragic rage. 
Off! off! vile trappings ! — a new paflTion reigns— 
The maddening monarch revels in my veins I 
Oh, for a Richaid's voice to catch the theme— 
<• Give me another horfe! — bind up my wounds'."— • 

foft — 'twas but a dream. 
Aye — 'twas but a dream, for now there's no retreating-^ 
If I ceafe Harlequin, I ceafe from eating. 
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'•Twas thus that MCofs ftag— a creature blamelefs, 
Yet fomething vain, like one that fhall be namelefs— 
Once on the margin of a fountain ftoody 
And caviird at his image in the flood: 

* The deuce confound/hecries, 'thefedrumftick (hanks, 

* They never have my gratitude nor thanks; 

* They're pcrfeGtly difgraceful! ftrike me dead!— 

* But, for a head — ^yes, yes, I have a head. 

* How piercing is that eye! how (leek that brow! 

* My horns! — I'm told horns are the falhion now,' 
Whilft thus he fpoke, aftonifli'd! to his view, 

Near and more near, the hounds and huntfmen drew ; 
'Hoicks! hark forward!' came thund'ringfrom behind. 
He bounds aloft, outftiips the fleeting wind : 
He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways; 
He itarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 
At length his filly head, fo priz'd before. 
Is taught his former folly to deplore; 
Whilft his ftrong limbs confpire to fet him free^ 
And at one bound he laves himfelf— like me. 

(Taking a jump through the Jiage'door*} 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF THE SISTERS. 

vV HAT I fiYt long a6l8— and all to make us wifcr ! 
Our authorefs fure has wanted an adviier. 
Had (he confulted me, fhe (hould have made 
Her moral play a fpeaking mafquerade ; 
Warm'd up each buftling fcene, and in her rage 
Have emptied all the green-room on the (tage. 
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My life on*t, this had kept her play from (inking— 
Have pleasM our eyes, and iav*d the pain of thinking. 
Well, fince (he thus has (hewn her want of (kill. 
What if I give a mafquerade ?— I will. 
But how ? ay, there's the nib! (paufing) I've got my cue: 
The world's amafquerade! the mafquer8,you,you,you. 
(To Boxes i Pitt and Gallery.) 
Lud! what a group the motley (bene difclofes! 
Falfe wits, falfe wives, fal(e virgins, and falie (i>ou(es! 
Statefmen with bridles on $ and, clo(e bedde 'em. 
Patriots in party-eolour'd fuits that ride 'em. 
There Hebes, tum'd of fifty, try once more 
To raife a flame in Cupids of threefcore. 
Thefe in their tm-n, with appetites as keen, 
De(crting fifty, faften on fifteen. 
Mifs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon. 
Flings down her (ampler, and takes up the woman : 
The little urchin (miles, and fpreads her lure. 
And tries to kill, ere (he's got power to cure. 
Thus 'tis with all — their chief and conftant care 
Is to feem every thing— but what they are. 
Yon broad, bold, angry fpark, I fix ray eye on. 
Who feems to have robb'd his vizor from the lion j 
Who frowns, and talks, and fweai's,with round parade^ 
Looking, as who (hould fay, dam'me! who's afraid ? 

(Mimicking,}' 
Strip but this vizor off, and fure I am 
You'll find his lion(hip a very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate. 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beftrides the ftate; 
Yet, when he deigns his real (hape t'a(rume. 
He turns old woman, and beftrides a broom. 
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Yon patriot, too, who preffes on your fight. 
And feems to every gazer, all in white— 
If with a bribe his candour you attack. 
He bows, turns round, and whip— the man in black! 
Yon critic, too — but whither do I run ? 
If I proceed, our bard will be undone 5 
Well then a truce, fince (he requefts it too^ 
Do you fpare her, and I'll for once fpare you. 



FINIS. 



d by Google 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



\ 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



t 



Digitized by LjOOQiC 



4 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 






d by Google 



/\ ^^-'i 





- v^ 



'\^" 





